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SAINT JAMES’S:

OR

THE COURT OF QUEEN ANNE.

" BOOK L

¢ CHAPTER I
‘A glance at the court and cabinet of Queen Anne, in 1707,

T e commencement of the year seventeen hundred and seven,
saw Queen Aonne, to all outward appearance, in the most enviable
position of any sovereign in Europe. ‘Secure of the affections of
her subjects, to whom the wisdom and beneficence of her five
years’ sway had endeared her, and who had begun to bestow upon
her the affectionate appellation of the ¢‘good Queen;” dreaded by
her enemies, who had everywhere felt and acknowledged the
prowess of her arms; cheered by the constant cry of victory; sur-
rourded by able and devoted counsellors; served by one of the
greatest commanders that England had then ever known; en-
circled by a brilliant court, distinguished alike for its grace, its
polish, and its wit; fortunate in flourishing at an age when every
branch of literature and science was cultivated with the most
eminent success — when philosophy was propounded by a Locke,
natural history prosecuted by a Ray, science advanced by a New-
ton, style brought to its perfection by Addison and Steele, poetry
refined and sublimated by Pope, till its very essence was ob-
tained by the process, and comedy raised to the acme of excellence
by Congreve and Farquhar; — thus fortunately circumstanced,

Saint James's. L\
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with all around prosperous and promisin{,(lhe union with !
land recently effected, the pride of France humbled, the ba
of power in Europe established, and the protestant succe
firmly secured, nothing appeared wanting to Anne’s grar
and happiness.

And yet under this mask of glory she coneealed an an
heart. The power seemed valueless, which rarely, if
availed her to carry into effect a favourite measure. The con:
tional indolence of-her royal consort, Prince Georgeof Dent
to whom she was tenderly attached, and his incompeteney 1
due fulfilment of the high offices he had been appointed to.
which not unfrequently drew upon him the sarcastic censu
the party in qpposition, were sources of grievance. The lo
all her family, and especially of the Duke of Gloucester,
age of eleven, preyed upon her spirits, and in seasons of de
sion, to which she was subject, made her regard the Her
ment as a judgment for her desertion of her father, the dej
and exiled James the Second. The situation of her brother
Chevalier de Saint: George, as he styled himself, also tro
her; and sometimes awakened scruples within her breast,
whether she was not usurping a throne which, ofright, belc
tohim. Added to this, her cabinet was secretly disunited, -
party warfare raged with so much violence, that .she hersel
but little respected in its attacks and repnsals

Not the least of her annoyances was the state of thraldc
which she was kept by the Duchess of Marlborough. Her fr
ship for this illustrious lady was of early date, and had been
firmed: by the zeal and warmth. displayed by the latter duric
differences between: Anne, while Princess of Denmark, an
sister, Queen-Mary. So strong did the princess’s-attachmy
her. favourite become, and so anxious was she to lay aside
and ceremony with her, and put her on an equality with he
that in her. correspondence and private intercourse, . she che
assume the name of Mrs. Morley, while Lady Marlbo
adopted that of Mrs, Freeman.

Of ap. imperious and ambitious nature, endowed'wnh
mental qualifieations, and a sound and clear judgment whe
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distorted or obscured by pasmn t,he Duchess of Marlborough,
a8 she becartlf-immediately altér Anne’s elevation to the throne in
1702, detembed to leave ne means untried to aggrandize and

- ¥nkith hier Mband and her family. Her views were seconded
%y-‘her royal\listress from whom she obtained, besides large
‘pedsions, the places of groom of the stole, mistress of the robes,
'ﬁﬂl keeper of the great and home parks and of the privy purse,

‘Wiile she ‘extended her family influence by uniting her eldest

‘ibghter, "thé Lady Henrietta Churchill, to Lord Ryalton, eldest
“son, of the'(Earl of Godolphin, lord hlgh treasurer; her second

dagghter, Lady Aane, to the Earl of Sunderland; her third,
Lady Elizsbeth, to the Earl of Bridgewater; and her fourth and
yonongt Lady Mary, to the Marquis of Monthermer, afterwards
by her, interest created Duke of Montague. Hence the Marl-
bdrongh. and Godolphin party were called, by their opponents,
“the Family.”

- Anne’s great bounty to the duchess, and constant concession .
to.hu;fqpinions, made the latter suppose she had only to ask and
have; woly to bear down in argument to convince, or at least gain
l'd’opou’u. .And for awhile she was successful. The queen’s good
isture yielded to her demands, while her timidity shrank before
her Ihreats But these submissions were purchased by the
dpchﬁss At the price of her royal mistress’s regard; and more than
Dna.qmrrel having occupred between them, it became evident to
iy emspt the favourite #€rself, Jthat her sway was on the decline.
Hlindetf, however, by coqﬁtfence in the mastery she had obtained
over the queen, she concejyed her position to be as firm as that of
the:sovereign herself, and defied her enemies to displace her.

X coalition lmvmg occurred two years before between Marl-
borough and Godolphin, and the Whigs, the ministry was now
Almogt.wholly supported by that party, into whose confidence,
Nmundmg her former disagreement with them, the queen

‘surrendered herself on the meeting of the second parliament,

[}
h Fin 1705, in consequence of the affront she had received from the
Tﬂ'ies ‘when the motion whether the Princess Sophia should be

ted to England, was made; upon which occasion she wrote to -
l)dohess of Marlborough — *“I believe we shall not disagree,
. . \‘




5 as-we have: formerly done g sen;uble of tlpaph i’.ees tbﬁ
I people (tha Whlgs) have done t you haxe a’ opmmu <
and ill-Covntenance them ,: and’am thoroughly et w;ed -af'th
* malice"atid" fisdlence of them fthe Tories) that yh uge al¥as
.~ been speaking (ga)ﬁst " The leaders of the Whig oﬁnnel dﬁiﬂ
- guished by the fitte of ‘the Jumta,” were the Lords,
* Halifax, Whay! rford, and.SunderIand —all ﬁe,stat’e'sru'a
-of great and #ati ilities and &pproved zeal in behn{f of | the ]g'g
*testan{- suceession ‘while Halifax’s zealous palronmal\{d P
- $iog i{men ofleuers and science, as exlubltcd tov\a\‘(ﬁ Addi @;
* Pribd “Eerke, Steelg, Congreve, and Newton, is too well Kir
", “toneed técapitulation herg, To most of the Junid;. howuigr;:4
qieen entertained a strotig.dislike ; van& nolwuhslandmggh
peated requests of the Du‘chess of Mn'rrbbrough fof. thevaps
. ment Hf her SOn;in-law, the Earl-of Suhdeﬂand 1o the o St
cretaryofs(ate it was only'on the persona{ solicitation: bj' ?d(i
Aimself, on his retury from -h)s last glorious cam mgu ithat q'n
“Earl received his’ appdintménts in place of Sir Cﬁarles ﬁedgb
- ‘wha- was dismissed.. Thb Tory opposition: was 'headcq;\.
‘Logd,s Rochester Jersey, Noltmgham Ha\ersham,,Sd' Rdw
- Bby fmour, Slr Nnthan anht and the abovevmenuone'i—ﬁ
- aCbarle;He,ﬂges : Y
Ay odolphl wlﬁ?se mterests as well from faﬂ!llf‘

. nex on’ as from commumty of: senumenl were co-—exl
“those of the Duke of Mariboroug §was a person, ‘if no#%%
. zling talent, of such industry &n agity for business ’ﬁh.
than compensated for any wanf of }}Jlancy, and:, adqira
adapted him to his office of hlgh-treasurer.':'M.gthod w‘rﬁ
ment, and exact ‘i ‘payment, he rmsed’ edit of the €0
to'a higher point than it had ever before altaitfed; and was}cguie
quently enabled to procure supplies’ whenever fhey were, té }
A man of the slrlctest bonour he never falled in his. en

generally esteemed. _
4, There were two other members of the cabmet whowerq-cl_
v friel and of whom the hlghest expectafions:
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Tories, and belonged to the high church party, and had taken of--
fice in 1704, when Harley c ted to d the Earl of Not-
tingham, as secretary of state, on condition that his friend Saint-
John should be made secretary at war. This was readily acceded

_ to; for Saint-John’s wit and eloquence, combined with his bril-

liant abilities and graceful manners, had long recommended him
to notice, and must have ensured him promotion earlier if his un-
bridled profligacy had not stood in his way. Since his appoint-
ment, however, he had applied to business with as much ardour
as he bad heretofore devoted himself to pleasure, and so wonder-
ful were the powers he displayed, so clear and comprehensive was
his judgment, so inexhaustible were his resources, that the
,highest post in the administration seemed within his reach. Among

" wits and men of letters, he ruled supreme, and was an ar'der of

taste and fashion, as well as a political leader.
A very dm‘erent man was Robert Harley. He had none of the

. meteoric splendour, none of the fervid eloquence, the classical

learning, the searching philosophy of Saint-John, but he had a
quick and keen understanding, great subtlety, and ever-stirring,
though deep-seated ambition. He enjoyed a high reputation with
all parties for skill in financial matters, for lucid, if not profound
judgment, and for excellent habits of business; but he was held
to be somewhat uncertain, and was in reality a trimmer. To his
indefatigable exertions was mainly owing the accomplishment of
the Union with Scotland, the advantages of which measure have
been subsequently felt to be so important.” Harley affected great
moderation in his views, by which means he succeeded in veiling
his fickleness ; and it was a favourite maxim with him, that ¢ the
name of party ought to be abolished.” Professing great indepen-
dency and liberality, however, he merely held himself aloof with
the view of securing a certain influence with both parties. His
agreeable and polished manners, tried abilities and experience,
had caused him to be chosen speaker of the House of Commons
during the two last parliaments of William the Third, and he was
tontinuéd in the office on the accession of Anne, until his appoint-
ment as secretary of state , in 1704.

From-many causes, Harley had rendered himsae\f chnoticus\n
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.Godolphin; amongst others, it was stpposed that he had sup-
planted he lord-treasurer in the favour of a certain Mrs. Ogle-
thorpe, through whom important secrets, relative to the clan-
destine intrigues of the court of Saint-Germains, had been ob-
tained. By the Duchess of Marlborough he was always treated
with contempt, and such was the haughtiness and distance with
which she comported herself towards him, that it was surmised he
must have dared to breathe dishonourable proposals to her; -and as
it was known that he would allow few scruples to stand in the way
of his advaneement, the path of which would have been cleared if
he could have obtained the favour of the omnipotent duchess, the
story obtained some credit. From whatever cause, however,
whether from baffled hopes or wounded vanity, he conceived a
strong antipathy to the duchess, and determined'to destroy her
influence with the gueen, and at the same time to overthrow her
husband and Godolphin, and replace the Whig cabinet with a
Tory ministry, of which he himself should be the head.

‘With these bold resolutions, and while revelving the means of
secretly reaching the ears of royalty, which was essential to the
accemplishment of his project, but which appeared almost im-
possible owing to the vigilance and caution of the duchess, an in-
strument was unexpectedly offered him. One day, while waiting
upon the queen at Saint James’s, in his official capacity, he per-
ceived among her attendants his cousin, Abigail Hill. This young

. dady’, the eldest daughter of a bankrupt Turkey merchant, and
who stood related to the Duchess of Marlborough in the same de-
gree as to himself, had very reeently been preferred to her present
situation by her grace’s interest; and though Harley had hitherto,
in consequence of the misfortunes of her family, wholly neglected
her, he now instantly saw the use she might be to him, and con-
gratulating her upon her appointment, professed the utmost de-
sire to serve her. New to a court, and unsuspicious of his designs,
Abigail believed him, and forgave his previous coolness. The
artful secretary took every means of ingratiating himself with her,
and contrived to sow the seeds of enmity between her and the
duchess. At the same time, he pointed out to her the course she
onght to pursue to win the queen’s favour; and his advice, which
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was most judiciously given, and with a fall knowledge of Anne’s
foibles, being carefully followed, the anticipated consequences
resulted.  Abigail Hill speedily became her royal mistress’s
favourite and confidante.

Many accidental circumstances contributed to assist her pro-
gress in favour. Exasperated againstthe duchess, who had left her
upon some trifling misunderstanding between them with bitter
reproaches, the queen burst into tears before Abigail, who exerted
herself so assiduously and so successfully to soothe her, that from
that moment her subsequent hold upon the royal regard ‘may be
dated. Apprehensive of the jealousy and anger of her old favourite,
Anne was careful to conceal her growing partiality for the new one,
and thus the duchess was kept in ignorance -of the mischief that
had eccurred until it was too late to remedyit; while Abigail, on
her part, though she had already become the receptacle of the
queen’s innermost thoughts, and thoroughly understood the im-
portance of the position she had acquired, had the good sense to
restrain any outward exhibition-of her influence, knowing that the
slightest indiscretion might be prejudicial to her rising fortunes.

Through the channel he had thus opened, Harley nowventured
to propose to the queen his willingness to liberate her from the
bondage of the duchess, if she was willing to commit the task to
him. But Anne hesitated. She dreaded the shock which the se-
paration would necessarily occasion. And about this time, the
glorious battle of Remilies being won, an important change was
wrought by it in the-duchess’s'favour.

Incomparably the most distinguished ornament of Anme’s
court, or of any-court in Europe, ‘whether as a general or a states~
men, though chiefly of course in the former capacity, was the
Duke of Marlborough. His great military genius, approved in
four glorious campaigns, and signalized by the victories of Schel-
lenberg, Blenheim, and Ramilies, ‘had raised him to a pinnacle
of fame unattained by any living commander, and had won for
him, in addition to ‘more substantial honours at home, the con-
gratulations of most of the potentates of Europe. The dignity of
prince had been conferred upon him by the Emperor Joseph, and
he had been repeatedly thanked for his services'hy hoth noures ok
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parliament. Grants were made to him, and though large, but
feebly exhibited the gratitude of the nation of which he was the
idol. No general had ever advanced the military glory of England
to such an extent as Marlborough, and his popularity was un-
bounded. His achievements were the theme of every tongue; his
praiscs were upon every lip, and however he might be secretly
opposed, in public he was universally applauded. And well did
he merit the highest praise bestowed upon him; well did he merit
the highest reward he obtained. His were all the noblest qualities
of a general; and his courage and skill were not greater than his
magnanimity and lenity. Perfect master of strategics, in enter-
prise and action he was alike unequalied. In the heat of battle he
was calm and composed as in the tent, and a slight advantage
gained was by him rapidly improved into a victory, while the
victory itself was carried out to its full extent; not in needless
slaughter, for no man showed greater consideration and mercy,
than this renowned general, but in preventing the rallying together
of the enemy. England might well be proud of Marlborough, for
he was among the greatest of her sons.
Nor were Marlborough’s abilities confined merely to the camp.
He shone with almost equal splendour, as a diplomatist, and his
acute perception of character, sagacity, and extensive politieak
knowledge, combined with his fascination of address and manner,
admirably qualified him for negotiation with foreign courts. His
personal graces were equal to his mental qualifications. He looked
the hero he was in reality. Finer features or a nobler form have
been rarely seen than he boasted; nor a deportment more full of
grace and digonity. His absence with the army in Flanders pre-
, vented him from taking an active part, except by correspondence,

in affairs at home, but he was ably represented by his wife and |

Godolphin.

Marlborough returned to London towards the end of November,
1706, after cowpleting his fourth campaign in the Low Countries,
distinguished, among other important achievements, by the vic-
tory of Ramilies, above mentioned, which was followed by the
submission of the chief cities of Flanders and Brabant, and the
acknowledgment of Charles the Third as king. Immediately on
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his arrival, the duke proceeded in a chair to Saint James’s, but in
spite of his attempt at privacy he was discovered, and in anin-
credibly short space of time surrounded by eager thousands, who
rent the air with their acclamations. Nor was his reception by the
sovereign and her illustrious consort less flattering. Prince George
embraced him; and the queen, after thanking him, with much
emotion, said, she should never feel easy till she had proved her
gratitude for his unparalleled services. Magnificent entertain-
ments were subsequently given him by the lord mayor and the
heads of the city, and as the colours and standards won at Blen-
heimn were placed within Westminster Hall, so the trophies ob-
tained at Rewmilies were now borne by a large cavalcade of horse
and foot, amid the roar of artillery and the shouts of myriads of
spectators, to Guildhall, and there hungup. The duke’s popu-
larity was at its zenith. To oppose him would have been as dan-
gerous as to attempt the dethronement of the queen herself. The
voice of faction was drowned amid the thunder - of general ap-
plause; and for the moment, the efforts of his enemies were
paralysed.
Such was the state of affairs at the beginning of the year 1707 ;
— such Anne’s position. Externally, all seemed smiling and
prosperous, and the queen the happiest, as she was the best, if
not the greatest, sovereign in Europe. That she suffered from
private grief has been shown, as well as that she felt annoyance at
the state of bondage in which she was kept; and it has also been
shown, that she was no stranger to the cabals and dissensions in
her cabinet. To one bosom alone did she confide her secret sor-
rows, — to one ear alone did she breathe her wishes or designs.
And the person so favoured, it is almost needless to repeat, was
Abigail Hill.

CHAPTER II.
The French adventurer, and the Queen's favourite.
THE royal birthday was usually kept with extraordinary splen-

dour during the reign of Anne, but on no previous occasion was it
accompanied with so much magnificence and rejoiting as on e
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6th of February, 1707. Preparations were made for a general
illumination, and the bent of popular feeling was proved by the
fact, -that wherever the queen’s name appeared, it was sure tobe
followed by that of the hero of Blenheim end Ramilies, while
transparencies were placed in the most eonspicuous situations,
representing the chief events of the recent eampaign. Bonfires
were lighted at an early hour, and the French king, the pope, the
Pretender, and the devil, were paraded in effigy through the
streets, and subsequently burnt. The weather was in unison with
the general festivity, being unusually fine for the season. The sky
was bright and sunny, and the air had all the delicious balminess
and freshness of spring. Martial music resounded within the
courts of the palace, and the trampling of the guard was heard,
accompanied by the clank of their accoutrements &s they took their
station in Saint James'’s Street, where a vast crowd was already
collected.

About an hour hefore noon, the patience of those whe had
taken up their positions betimes promised to be rewarded, and the
company began to appear at first somewhat scantily, but speedily
in great numbers. The science of the whip was not so well under-
stood in these days as in our own times, or pethaps the gorgeous -
and convenient, though somewhat cambersome vehicles then in
vogue were:not so managedble; but, from whatever cause, certain
itis, that many quarrels took place among the drivers, and fre-
quent and loud were the oaths and ejaculations they poured forth.
The footpath was invaded by the chairmen, who forcibly pushed
the crowd aside, and seemed utterly regardless of the ribs or toes
of those who did not instantly make way for them. Some con-
fusion necessarily ensued; but though the crowd were put to con—
siderable inconvenience, jostled here, and squeezed there, the
utmost mirth and good-humour prevailed.

Before long, the tide of visitors had greatly increased, and
coaches, chariots, and sedans, were descending in four unbroken
lines towards the palace. The curtains of the chairs being for the
most part drawn down, the attention of the spectators was chiefly
directed to the coaches, in which sat resplendent beauties, be-
decked with jewels and lace, beaux in their costliest and most
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-splendid attire, grave judges and reverend divines in their re-
speetive habiliments, military and naval commanders in their full
accoutrements, foreign anibassadors, and every variety of cha-
racter that a court can exhibit. The equipages were most of them
new, and exceedingly sumptuous, as were the liveries of the ser-
vants clustering behind them.

The dresses of the occupants of the coaches were varied in co-
lour, as well as rich in material, and added to the gaiety and glitter
of the scene. S8ilks and velvets of as many hues as the rainbow
might be discovered, while there was every kind of peruke, from
the courtly and modish Ramilies just introduced, to the some-
what antiquated but graceful and flowing French campaign.
Neither was there any lack of feathered hats, point-lace cravats and
ruffles, diamond snuff-boxes and buckles, clouded canes, and
all the et cetera of beauish decoration.

Hard by the corner of Pall Mall stood a little group, consisting
of atall, thin, plainly-dressed man, apparently belonging to the
middle class of society, and a rosy-faced, short-necked indivi-
-dual, whose cassock and band proclaimed his reverend calling,
and who had a comely woman of some forty years old under one
arm, and a pretty shy-looking damsel of less than half that age
under the other.

¢ Here comes Sir Nathan Wright, late lord keeper of the great
seal,” said the tall, thin man, addressing his reverend compa-
nion, to whom he appeared to act as cicerone.

¢¢Is.that Sir Nathan, Mr. Greg?" asked the divine, gazing at
a sharp-featured, well-wigged person in the coach.

*“The same, Mr. Hyde,” replied the other; ‘and as I live,
he is followed by his successor, Lord Cowper, whom I needn’t
tell you is one of the ablest lawyers that ever wore a gown. His
lordship is pretty certain, ere long, to take his seat upon the
woolsack.”

““Save us! who’s he in the gilt chariot?” cried the young
damsel just mentioned. ¢“What a curious fine gentlman he is,
and what pure fine clothes he wears!”

‘“That ’s the Earl of Sunderland, Miss Angelica,” replied
Greg; ‘‘secretary of state, and son-in-law to his grace ol Wad-



12

borough. The countess is by his side. That angry-looking noble-
man, who is thrusting his head out of window and rating his
coachman for driving so slowly, is Lord Orford, another of the
ministers, and one of the ablest of them, but no great favourite
with her majesty, for the reproof he administered the Prince of
Denmark, on the score of his highness’s mismanagement of the
navy. Behind him comes the Duke of Devonshire, and after the
- duke, his grace of Newcastle. Next follows my master, Mr.
Harley, who, if he doesn’t become lord treasurer one day, wont
meet with his desert. Take note of him, I pray you, Miss Ange-
lica, for he’s worth looking at.”

““Oh yes, I see him,” replied Angelica; ‘‘but I can’t see
much to admire about him.”

¢“Many of your sex have entertained a different opinion,” re-
plied Greg, with a smile. ‘‘But how do you like the young gentle-
man with him?”

‘“Purely,” replied Angelica; ‘purely. He’s another guess
sort of body.” :

- ““Who may the young man be, friend Greg?” inquired Par-
son Hyde.

‘“His name is Masham,” replied Greg; ‘‘he is one of the
Prince of Denmark’s equerries, and considered one of the hand-
somest men at court.”

“I’m sure he’s the purest handsome man I ’ve seen,” cried
Angelica, her eyes sparkling as she spoke. ‘O lud! if heisn't
getling out of the coach. Ihope he isn’t coming to speak to me.
Mother, lend me your fan to hide my face.” )

‘“Peace, you silly thing!” cried her mother, with a'repro-
ving look. .

As she spoke, the carriage stopped, and young Masham step-
ping forth, closed the door after him. Greg’s eulogium was not
unmerited. He possessed a figure of perfect symmetry, and a
countenance remarkable for delicacy and beauty. His eyes were
of liquid blue, and it would seem of great power over the female
heart; for as he fixed them upon Angelica, as he was detained
beside her for a moment by the press, she felt hers flutter within
her breast. His attire was not remarkable for richness, but it
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was tasteful, and consisted of a green velvet coat, laced with goid,
and a white satin waistcoat, made so low as to descend half way
down the thigh, as was the mode. Inlieu of a peruke, he wore
his own dark brown hair gathered from the forehead, and tied
with a riband knot behind.

The young equerry was of a good Essex family, his father be-
ing Sir Francis Masham, of High-Laver, Bart., and his mother
a daughter of Sir William Scot, of Rouen, in Normandy, who -
enjoyed the title of Marquis de la Mezansene in France, but as he
was an eighth son, he had little expectation either of title or pro-
perty. He was not more than twenty-three, or four at most, but
had been for some time about court, having been page to the
queen while Princess of Denmark, and was now equerry and
gentleman of the bed-chamber to Prince George.

¢ By your leave, my pretty girl,” he said, addressing Ange-
lica in tones which thrilled her with delight, ¢I would pass.”

¢ This way, Mr. Masham, this way,” said Greg, retiring,
and endeavouring to clear a passage.

«“Ah! Greg,” cried Masham, ‘‘what are you doing here?”’

¢Merely come wilh some country cousins to see the quality go
to court, Sir,” replied Greg.

*“Faith, you ’ll find no brighter eyes, nor cheeks more bloom-
ing, than those you 've with you,” said Masham, chucking An~
gelica under the chin. ¢‘Those lips are cherries indeed, but I
must not be seduced by them to linger here. I’ve a word to say

- to the Comte de Briangon before I enter the palace.” So saying,
and with a laughing glance g} Angelica, he pushed through the
crowd, and entered the house at the corner of Pall Mall.

¢“The Comte de Briancon, whose hotel he has just entered, is
the envoy-extraordinary from the Duke of Savoy,” observed Greg,
who was not a little elated at the notice taken of him and his pretty
country cousin by the handsome equerry. ¢‘Iam well acquainted
with his confidential secretary, Monsieur Claude Baude, who is
to his master what I am to Mr. Harley. He’s a charming man,
Mr. Masham — eh, Miss Angelica?”

¢¢ Curiously charming,” simpered the damsel.
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¢t All the ladies think so,” pursued Greg; ¢ they ’re all in love
with him.”

‘I should be surprised if they weren’t,” sighed Angelica.

“But see,” pursued Greg, ‘‘here comes another handsome
man, Mr.Saint-John, secretary at war. He ’s a terrible rake.”

‘“Arake, ishe!” cried Angelica.” *“Oh! gemini! then I wont
look at him, for mother says a rake is worse than a roaring lion,
and sure to eat one up. Tell me when he 's gone, Mr. Greg, for
I don’t desire to lose any more of the sight than I can help.”

¢“The roaring lion has departed,” replied Greg , laughing; ‘‘and
here you have the Duke of Beaufort and his beautiful duchess.
Has not her grace a noble presence? The bold, proud-looking
dame who follows, is the Lady Di Cecil. The three ladies
laughing so loudly in yonder large coach, are Lady Carlisle,
Lady Effingham, and Mrs. Cross. Next comes my Lord Ross,
to whom , they do say, Lady Sunderland is kinder than she should
be—but that, I dare say, is mere scandal. Whom have we here?
Faith, my Lady Fitzharding, at whose house more foolish spend-
thrifts are ruined at ombre and basset than at the groom-porter’s.”

¢‘Oh, blind and perverse generation!” exclaimed Hyde, lift-
ing up his eyes.

“Ah! you may well denounce them, reverend Sir,” replied
Greg; ‘and here comes farther food for a homily in the shape of
his grace of Grafton. Look with what an air he lolls back: in -his
coach. His good looks have made desperate havoc ameng the
ladies, and no one but Mrs. Onslow has been found to resist him.
Next comes fat Mrs. Knight, of whom I could, if I chose, tell you
a diverting history. To her succeeds my Lord Nottingham ; who
appears as grave as if he had not recovered his dismissal from'
office, though he has tried to console himself with the Signora
Margaretta. In the mext coach sits the proudest dame at' court
— her Grace of Marlborough, whose daughter she is, not ex-
cepted ,— it is the Duchess of Montague. Isn’t she a magnifi-
cent creature? The lady who whisks past next, covered with
diamonds, is Mrs. Long, Sir William Raby’s sister, That hand-
some equipage belongs to Sir Richard Temple — you may see
him, and a fine-looking man he is. People talk of him and Mrs.
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Centlivre , — but I say nothing. Ah! here come a brace of wits.
The one nearest this way is the famous Mr. Congreve, and the other
the no less famous Captain Steele. I wonder which of the two
owns the chariot — neither, most probably. The fine lady who
succeeds.them is Mrs. Hammond, whose husband is as much.of
a roering lion as Mr. Saint-John, while she is said to console
herself for his neglect by the attentions of my Lord Dursley,
vice-admiral of the blue, and whom you may see leaning out
of the next chariot window kissing his hand to her.”

‘While he was thus running on, Greg felt-his arm pulled by
Angelica, who asked him in an under-tone if he knew the
strange gentleman who had just seken up his station near them.

«“To be sure I.do,” replied Greg, Jooking in the direction
indicated, and raising his hat as he caught the eye of the indi-
vidual alluded to; ‘it is the Marquis de Guiscard.”

““Lord, how he stares!” whispered Angelica; ‘‘I:declare he
quite puts a body out of countenance.”

The marquis was tall and well-formed, though somewhat
meagre, with dark, piercing eyes; black bushy brows, and a pale
olive complexion, which looked perfectly blue where the beard
had been shaved from it. His features were promineat, and would
Lave been handsome, but for a certain sinister expression. the
disagreeable effect of which was heightened- by his: insolent and
rakish air. His attire was the-court-dress of an officer of high rank
— namely, a scarlet coat, richly embroidered with. gold, and
having large cuffs; white satin waistcoat, likewise worked with
gold, a point-lace cravat and ruffles, and a-diamond-hilted sword.
A full flowing French peruke, a feathered hat, and a clouded
cane, completed his costume..

Antoine de Guiscard, Abbé de la Bourlie, or, as he chese to
style himself, Marquis de Guiscard, a scion of an ancient and
noble French family, was-born in the year 1658, and wasconse-
quently not far from fifty, at the period under consideration.
Destined for the church, and possessed of considerable learn—
ing, hemust, from his abilities and connexions, have obtained
high preferment in it, if he could have placed due control on his
passions. Bat amongst the depraved of a licentious court, he was:
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the most depraved; and finding a priestly life too tame for him,
he accompanied his brother, the Chevalier de Guiscard, to the
scene of war in Flanders. On his return from this campaign, he
resumed his wild courses, and assisted the chevalier to carry off
a married woman, of whom the latter had become enamoured.
This affair was scarcely hushed up, when he got into a fresh
dilemma, having wounded a gentleman, a near relation of Ma-
dame de Maintenon, and killed two of his servants, while shoot-
ing; and he put the climax to his folly and violence, by sub-
jecting a serjeant in his own regiment, whom he had suspected
of theft, to the military rack — a species of torture, administered
by placing burning matches between the fingers of the victim.
Orders being issued for his apprehension, he consulted his safety
by flight, and escaped into Switzerland, where he conceived the
nation of making himself the head of the melcontents in France,
and with this view concerted measures with the leaders of the
allies, to produce a general insurrection, both of protestants and
catholics, among the Camisars, who were then in a state of agita-
tion. The plaucible representations of the marquis procured him
the commission of lieutenant-general from the emperor, and thus
armed, he proceeded to Turin, where, with the assistance of the
Duke of 8avoy, he procured four small vessels of war, which were
fitted up and manned at Nice, and with which he meditated a
descent cn the coast of Languedoc. Buttempestuous weather, and,
it may be, other causes, interfered with the expedition, and the
marquis, after losing one of his ships, and running great risks,
returned to the court of Savoy. Here is underhand proceedings
having excited the suspicion of the duke, he removed, towards
the latter end of the year 1704, to the Hague, and had several
conferences with the grand-pensionary, Heinsius, and the Duke of
Marlborough, who were so well satisfied with his representations,
that the States General agreed to allow him the monthly pay of
a hundred ducatoons. Intelligence being soon afterwards received
of the Earl of Peterborough’s expedition to Catalonia, the mar-
quis hastened to join him at Barcelona, and meeting with the same
success which had hitherto attended his projects, he contrived to
obtain letters of recommendation from the King of Spain to the
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een of England, with which he embarked for that country.
ring the voyage, which was remarkably stormy, the vessel in
ich he sailed engaged with a French privateer, and afforded
marquis a good opportunity of displaying his valour and skill,
it was mainly owing td his resolution that they escaped cap-
e. On reaching London he was graciously received by the
een, and the royal countenance procured him the entrée to the
ases of the Dukes of Devonshire and Ormond. He also speedily
naged to gain the good opinion of some of theministers, particu-
ly of Mr. Saint-John. When, therefore, a descent upon France
s proposed, and troeps were raised for the purpose, to be com-
nded by the Earl of Rivers, Guiscard received the commission
lieutenant-colonel, and bad a thousand pounds furnished him,
:his equipments. But fortune, which had hitherto smiled upon
m, began now to waver., While the confederate fleet lay at
wbay, waiting for a favourable wind, disputes arose between
m and the English generals, who refused to allow him the
mmand which he claimed, and his ignorance of military affairs,
well as his imperfect acquaintance with the state of France,
coming apparent to Lord Rivers, he was recalled, and return~
3to London, remained for some time in privacy. Though his
¥ as lieutenant-general was discontinued, he had still his regi-
:nt, as weH as his pension from the States; and taking a good
use in Pall Mall, he set up a showy equipage, kept a host of
vants, and commenced a career of extravagance and dissi-
tion, which he contrived to support by play and other expe-
:nts, while he was constant in his attendance upon court, and
the levées of ministers, in search of employment and pre-
ment. His intimacy with Saint-John still continued, and till
e he had, also, been upon good terms with Harley, but they
1quarrelled, it was said, about a mistress.

Anrxious, like most adventurers, to strengthen his precarious
tunes by an advantageous match, Guiscard had paid court to
eral heiresses and wealthy widows, but hitherto without suc-
is. It was also suspected that he had other and deeper schemes
hand; and that having made his peaee with France, he had con-
red to open a clandestine correspondence with the court ot
aint James's. 2



18

Saint-Germains. Though a successful gamester, the marquis
indulged in other profligate excesses, which ran away with all his
gains at play. Audacious and insolent in general, he could yet
be cringing and supple enough, if it suited his purpose. From
some of his creatures employed about«the palace, he had ascer-
tained how well Abigail Hill stood with the queen, and at once
discerning her future ascendancy, he turned all his attention to
winning her regard. But his efforts were fruitless. Whether she
divined his scheme, or had been warned against him by Harley,
she repulsed his advances, and on the rare occasions of their
meeting, scarcely treated him with civility. Guiscard, however,
was not a man to be easily defeated. Though his vanity was mor-
tified by his rejection, he resolved to persevere, and to await some
favourable opportunity for the further prosecution of his design.

Soon after the marquis had posted himself in the manner de-
scribed, another slight disturbance occurred in the rear of Greg
and his party. It was occasioned by the issuing forth of several
lacqueys in gay liveries from the house at the corner of Pall Mall,
before alluded to, who pushed aside the crowd with their gold-
headed canes, to make way for a superbly-gilt chair, emblazoned
with the arms of Savoy. As this chair was borne past the Marquis
de Guiscard, the window was let down, and, diffusing an
atmosphere of perfume, a handsome, but dissipated-looking man2»
wearing a magpnificent French peruke ¢ put out his head and ad-
dressed him.

¢TIt is the Comte de Briancon himself,” said Greg to his com—
panions. i

** How purely sweet he smells, to be sure,” remarked Ange—
lica. ¢‘Ideclare, he’sjust like a great scent-bottle!”

¢“Well, my dear marquis! how speed you? 1Is the adventur€
over?” inquired the comte, laughing, and displayiog a brilliant
set of teeth.

¢ She has not yet passed,” returned Guiscard. *What haveé
you done with Masham? I thought he was in the chair with you.”

““He has stayed hehind to read a letter,” said the comte-
*You have secured the coachman, you say.” .
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*“Five guineas has done his business,” answered Guiscard.
¢But, by Saint Michael! here she comes. Away, count!”

¢ Adieu, then, and success attend you,” cried Briangon.
And giving the signal to the chairmen, they moved on towards the
palace.

The foregoing brief conversation, though conducted in French,
was not lost upon Greg, who perfectly understood the language,
and who being also well aware of the marquis’s character, at once
comprehended the nature of the project on which he was engaged.
He looked, therefore, with some curiosity towards the approach-
ing coaches, to see which of them contained the heroine of the
expected adventure, and he was not long in making the discovery.
As he scanned the line, he observed a stout, rosy-faced fellow, in
a full-bottomed, powdered wig, and sky-blue livery with yellow
facings, who was seated on the hammer-cloth of a magnificent
chariot, slightly raise his whip, and give a nod gf intelligence to
the marquis. |

““There she is, I’ll be sworn!"” he exclaimed, stepping for-
ward to get a better view of the equipage. ‘‘As I live! ’t is Lady
Rivers. He cannot mean to give her a billet-doux in this public
place. But who has she with her? — Miss Abigail Hill. Oh! I
now see his mark. Egad! she looks uncommonly well.”

Abigail Hill could not be called positively beautiful, and yet
the expression of her countenance was so agreeable, that she de-
served the epithet quite as much as many persons whose features
were more classically moulded. Fine eyes of a clear blue, a ra-
diantly white skin, auburn hair, round dimpling cheeks, and
teeth as white as pearls, constituted her attractions. Looking at
ber narrowly, it was seen that there was a good deal of firmness
about the brow and mouth, and a steady expression in the eye,.
that argued determination, the proper bent of which seemed
guaranteed by the rest of her face. Her quickness of manner, and
vivacity of look, proclaimed the possession of a ready wit, nor
were these outward indications delusive. Her figure was extremely
good, light, slight, tall, and graceful. It was displayed in court
dress of white satin, trimmed with lace, and made low, with short
loose sleeves. Her age might be about four-and-twenty.

v*
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" By this'time, the chariot in which she rode had approached
within a short distance of the Marquis de Guiscard, when the
coachman, who had watched: his opportunity, contrived te run
against the vehicle moving in a line with him. He was instantly
assailed with the most vehement abuse for his carelessness by the
neighbouring Jehu, to whom he responded in appropriate terms,
charging him with being the cause of the collision. This, as he
anticipated, roused the other’s ire so much, that he threatened to |
knock him off the box. 'Whereupon the offender replied by an
oath of defiance, accompanied by a eut with his whip. The ag-
grieved coachman instantly rose on his box and lashed furiously at
his adversary, who, while defending himself, had much ado to
restrain his horses, who began to plunge desperately.

Greatly amused by the conflict, the spectators cheered lustily, !
while the ladies within the carriage becoming alarmed by the
noise, Abigail Hill put her head out of the window to see what
was the cause of the stoppage. At this moment, the Marquis de
Guiscard rushed forward, and opening the door offered to assust
her out, but on seeing hlm she instinctively drew back.

Guiscard then addressed himself to Lady Rivers, but with no ,
better success. ) i

“¢QObliged to you for your offer of assistance, marquis,” re-
plied her ladyship, ‘but we will stay where we are. Do tell the
coachman to drive on, or I will discharge him.” i

‘Pardon, miladi,” cried Guiscard. ¢ The fellow refuses to
attend to me. Hisisland blood is up. Come, Miss Hill, I must
be peremptory, and insist on your getting out. I am fearful some
accident may eccur.”

‘““You are very attentive, marquis,” said Abigail; ¢buat Lady
River’s servants are at hand, and will take care of us. Ditchley,”
she added, to a footman, who had now approached the door —
“‘your arm.”

The man would have advanced , but the marquis motioned him
angrily off. The fight, meanwhile, between the two coachmen,
raged with increased fury.

‘‘Ditchley!” screamed Lady Rivers, who now began to be
seriously alarmed.
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omin’; your la’asip,” replied the footman, trying to push
3 marquis.
ack, fellow!” cried Guiscard. ‘I warn you not to jnter-

seeing the man resolute, and exasperated at the failure of
1, heraised his cane, and with a well-dealt blow on the
, stretched the unlucky Ditchley on the ground.

h ladies now sereamed, -not knowing how far the violence
narquis might extend. At this, the three other footmen who
linging behind the chariot, flew to their assistance, but
* protector anticipated them. Just as Ditchley fell,
n, who a few moments previously had issued from the
de Briancon’s hotel, seeing what was going forward, made
' through the crowd, and rushing up to the carriage, caught
rquis by the collar, and thrust him forcibly aside.

a, what in the devil’s name brings you here, 8ir!” eried
:d, in tones almost inarticulate with rage.

am come to protect those ladies from affront,” replied
n, sternly, and laying his hand upon his sword.

1 death, Sir, — how do you knew they have been affronted ?
who constituted you their defender?” demanded Guiscard,
ly.
will render you full account for my interference hereafier,

s,” replied Masham. ¢‘But if you bave any pretension to

racter of a gentleman, you will not carry on this dispute

in the presence of ladies.”

e it so!” replied Guiscard, between his teeth. ‘‘But be

| you shall not escape chastisement.”

o not involve yourself in a quarrel on my account, I pray

[r. Masham,” said Abigail, who, meanwhile, had de-

1 from the coach, the door having been opened by one of

‘men.

im very happy to have been of the slightest use to you, Miss

replied Masham, -bowing; *‘and as to the quarrel, I beg

| give yourself no concern about it.”

have seen all that passed,” said a soldier, advancing, with

iket over his sheulder, ¢ and ifit is your pleasure, ®ir, ot
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that of the ladies, I wil take these two quarrelsome coachmen to
the guard-house.”

¢« That would scarcely mend the matter, my good fellow,” re-
plied Masham; ‘“but the disturbance is at an end.”

¢ Unquestionably it is, so far as I am concerned,” said the
marquis, seeing the disadvantage in which he had placed himself,
and suddenly assuming an apologetic tone, ‘I have been alto-
gether in the wrong. I meant only to offer you assistance, Miss
Hill, and bave to implore your pardon for suffering my passion to
carry me to such absurd lengths. It was yon fellow’s rudeness
that caused my anger. However, I am sorry for him, and hopea
guinea will serve to mend his broken pate. Mr. Masham, you
have cause to thank me for the service I have rendered you — un-
intentionally it is true — but a service not the less important on.
that account. Ladies, T salute you.” And with a how of super-
cilious politeness, he marched off towards the palace, amid the
murmurs of the bystanders.

Seeing the turn matters had taken, and the discomfiture of his
employer, the coachman now thought proper to listen to reason,
and to beg pardon for his share of the misadventure, while his
adversary drove off. Thus reassured, Abigail resumed her seat
in the coach, warmly thanking the young equerry, who assisted
her into it, for his gallantry.

¢“Only promise me one thing, Mr. Masham,” she said — *¢ that
you wont accept the marquis’s challenge, if he sends one. I
anything should happen to you, I shall never forgive myself.”

‘‘Have no fear,” he replied, laughingly. “‘I shall run no
risk.”

‘‘But promise me not to fight,” cried Abigail. ¢ Nay, if you
hesitate, I must procure a mediator in the queen. You dare not
disobey her.”

““Certainly not,” returned Masham; “‘but it is searcely worth
while to trouble her majesty on so unimportant a matter.”

‘‘ The matter is not so unimportant to me,” replied Abigail.
And then checking herself, and blushing, she leaned back in the
carriage, and was rolled on towards the gateway of the palace.

‘“You expressed great concern for Mr. Masham, my dear,?.
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observed Lady Rivers. “If be has any vanity, (and what hand-
some young fellow has not?) he will fancy he has made a con-
quest.”

““Nay, Ionly expressed a nathral concern for bim, I’m sure,”
replied Abigail. ‘I should be terribly distressed, if he were to
fight this odious Marquis de Guiscard.”

¢« And still more terribly distressed, if he should chance to get
run through the body by the odious marquis, who, they say, is
the most expert swordsman about town,” rejoined Lady Rivers.

‘“Don’t suppose anything so dreadful,” cried Abigail, turning
pale. “‘I’ll certainly mention the matter to the queen. That will
be the surest way to prevent mischief.”

‘‘But take care not to betray the state of your heart to her
majesty at the same time, my dear,” said Lady Rivers, somewhat
maliciously.

Abigail blushed again, but attempted no reply; and at this
juncture the carriage stopped, the door was opened, and they
were ushered into the palace.

CHAPTER III.
A téte-a-téte at Marlborough House.

NEevER had a drawing-room at Saint James’s been mere nu-
merously or brilliantly attended than on the present occasion. It
was remarked, however, that the queen looked somewhat jaded
and out of spirits, while a slight inflammation about the eyes
increased her general appearance of indisposition. Noticing these
symptoms with concern, the Duke of Marlborough alluded to
them to the Prince of Denmark,. who replied hastily and heed-
lessly, as was his wont, *The queen owes her iliness to herself.
1f she did not sit up so late at night, her eyes would not be so red,
nor her spirits so indifferent.”

‘“Indeed!” exclaimed the duke; “I thought her majesty retired
to rest early.”

¢“So0 she does, generally,” replied the prince, in some con-
fusion at the indiscretion he now perceived he had committed;
¢ but sometimes she will sit up talking for an hour or two — talk—

’
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ing to me, your grace — merely to me — asking my opinion on
matters before the cabinet — much better go to bed — late hours
don’t agree with either of us — ha! ha!” And he thrust his
snuff-box into the duke’s hand to put an end to the discourse.

Marlborough acknowledged the attention with a bow, but he
muttered to himself — ¢‘She sits up o’ nights, ha! Some one
besides the duchess is in her confidence. This must be looked to.”

Later on in the day, when the drawing-room was at an end,
he was alone with his illustrious lady at Marlborough House.

The duchess was radiant. Her fine eyes sparkled with plea-
sure, and her cheeks were flushed with triumph. Her step, as
she crossed the chamber towards a sofa at the further end of it,
was prouder than usual, and her mien statelier. A magnificent
woman still was Sarah of Marlborough, and little of decline was
visible about her. There was something queenly in her look and
deportment. Her figure was tall and commanding, and her fea-
tures cast in that superb mould which seems reserved only for the
great. All emotions could those features well portray, but the
expression which they habitually wore was that of pride. And yet
they were soft and feminine, and not destitute of a certain charac-
ter of voluptuousness, chiefly discernible in the rich fulness of the
lips, and the melting languor of the eyes, which, when not
lighted into fire, had inexpressible tenderness. Her forehead was
exceedingly fine, and her dark hair gathered like a tiara over her
brow, and descending in ringlets behind, -had all its original glos-
siness, silkiness, and profusion. Her proportions were fall, and
the rounded neck, arm, and shoulder were all of marble white-
ness. Her attire corresponded in magnificence with her per-
son, and blazed with diamonds and precious stones. Among
other ornaments, she wore a ring of great value, which had been
presented to her by Charles the Third of Spain, when he visited
England four years ago. The Duchess of Marlborough was a
‘woman (o inspire a grand passion, .and to maintain it. Nefther
absence nor irritation could shake the devoted attachment eater-
tained for her by the duke, and now, after their long union, he
was as much her lover (perhaps more so) as when he weoed her as
Sarab Jennings.
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And well was she matched by her noble lord. Not more dis~
tinguished for his mental qualifications than for his personal
graces and accomplishments, was the Duke of Marlborough. He
was a perfect courtier, in the best sense of the word, which means
that he was a most refined gentleman; while superadded to the
courtier was the soldier, making a matchless combination. ' No-
thing more polished, more graceful, more easy, or which set
others more at ease, can be imagined than the Duke of Maribo-
rough’s manner, while at the same time it was dignified and impo-
sing. His figure was lofty and nobly proportioned ; and what with
his renown, his stateliness of presence, and his handsome form
and features, it was impossible to look at him without admiration.
True the duke was no longer young — true he had undergone
excessive fatigue of all kinds, both mentally and bodily, had been
harassed in every way, and for years had known few and brief
intervals of repose; but, despite all this, he preserved his good
looks in a most astonishing manner, and theugh no longer the fair
youth who had captivated the Duchess of Cleveland in Charles the -
Second’s day, he was still a model of manly beauty. He was
habited in his general’s uniform, and richly decorated with orders,
and amongst others wore the George, in a sardonyx set with dia-
monds of immense value. .. His spirits were by no means so high
as those of the duchess. On the contrary, he looked thoughtful,
. and followed her slowly and musingly to the sofa.

““What ails your grace?”” cried the duchess, seating herself.
‘“Methinks if anything could make you cheerful, it should be the
acclamations with which you were greeted by the erowd, as yon
left the palace. Their deafening cries of, ‘God save the gueen
and the Duke of Marlborough!’ can almost be heard here, and I
fancy must have reached even the ears of Anne herself. The
sweetest music to me, is the applausive shomting of the people,
and the most gladsome and stirring sight their beaming faces and
waving hats. Bat both seem to have lost their charm for you to
day. Custom has staled them, as it has staled me.”

‘“Popular applause may indeed fail to move me,” replied the
&%ke, affectionately — ¢ perhaps does so; but the day is far

_distant, sweetheart, when I shall be insensible to your love. Lam
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somewhat overcome by the tumult, and wish I had returned frox
the palace privately.”

‘‘Better as it is,” said the duchess; ‘‘ you cannot show your
self too much. Has anything happened at the drawing-room 4
annoy you? I thought you looked somewhat grave there.”

““Well, then, I must own I have been disturbed by a fev
words let fall by the prince, respecting the queen. I told him
was sorry to see her look ill, and he said it was her own fault, fo
she would sit up late at night.”

*‘Did he tell you with whom ?” demanded the duchess.

“No,” answered the duke. ¢‘Like a poor chess-player, h
tried to repair his inadvertence, and therefore exposed himsel
further. But I could not learn who was the queen’s companior
beside himself.”

*“Then I will tell you,” replied the duchess; ‘it is our cousir
Abigail Hill.”

‘“What, the dresser and bed-chamber woman?” cried tt
duke; ¢ if that be all, it is of little moment.”

‘It is not of such little moment as your grace imagines.
replied the duchess; ‘‘and if I had known what I now know
Abigail, when I placed her near the queen, I would never ha
put it in her power to do me an injury. 'Who would have thoug
so artless a creature, to all appearance, could play her cards
well. But the cunning jade bhas discerned the queen’s we:
points, and seeing how much she is the slave of those who feig
to love her, and will condescend to fawn upon her and flatter h
for her wit and understanding — her wit and understandin
forsooth! — she has resorted to all these mean arts to win h
confidence.”

¢“If she has won it, you cannot blame her,” replied the duk:
‘‘and I cannot help thinking, if you yourself, Madam, were
study the queen’s temper and peculiarities more, it would 1
better.”

I am surprised to hear your grace talk tlms," replied tl
duchess, bridling up. * Would you have me sacrifice my opmlon
to one to whom I have been accustomed to dictate? Would yc
have me approve measures when I disapprove them? Would yc
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have me cringe, protest, and lie, or copy the manners of this
servile creature? Would you have me listen to every childish
complaint, every whim, every caprice, — or affect sympathy
when I feel none. Would you have me solicit when I can com~
mand, — kneel, when I can sit, — obey, when I can exact obe-
dience?” .

¢“Nay — but, Madam,” said the duke, *‘the duties to your
queen make what might appear servility and flattery to another,
rightful homage and respect to her.”

¢ shall never be wanting in loyalty and devotion to the queen,”
replied the duchess; ‘‘and whatever opinions I offer, shall be
consistent with her honour. I can never reproach myself with ad-
vising aught derogatory to her station or to the welfare of the
country, and with that conviction I shall continue to act as I have
begun. I may lose her regard, but I will never lose my own re-
spect.”

““Iknow you to be a high-minded woman, Madam,” replied
the duke, ‘‘and that all your actions are directed by the best and
noblest principles; but I still conceive that, without any sacrifice

.of moral dignity or self-respect, you might more effectually retain
her majesty’s regard.”

““Your grace mistakes the queen altogether,” replied the
duchess, impatiently; ¢ and were I to yield to her humour, or sub-
scribe to her opinion, things would be in a far worse position
than they are now. Anne is one of those persons, who, if al-
lowed to have her own way, or act upon her own impulses, would
be sure to go wrong. Without energy or decision, she is so short-
sighted that she can only discern what is immediately before her,
and even then is pretty sure to err in judgment.’ To serve her well,
she must be led — to make her reign prosperous and glorious,
she must be ruled.” J

¢‘My own experience leads me to the same conclusion as your-
self, Madam,” said the duke; ¢ but this principle must not be
carried too far. ‘Weak natures like that of Anne must not be
pressed too hardly, or they will rebel against the hand that governs
them. I have observed some indications of this sort of late about

the queen. She seems displeased with you.”



28

" ¢ And what mitter if she be displeased with me,” replied tl
.duchess, somewhat contemptuously; ¢‘she may be piqued f
the moment, but I-am too necessary to her, and, indeed, t
‘much her mistress, for any lasting breach to occur between us.”

¢‘Be not over-confident, Madam,” returned the duke. ‘8
curity is often fatal. Security lost the battle of Blenheim to Ta
‘lard; and to Villeroy’s security I owe the victory of Ramilies. 1
trast too much is to give your enemy an advantage, and defe
may occur when there is least appearance of danger. It is tn
that the queen has hitherto submitted to your governance in :
‘things, but her advisers may turn your very power against yo
-1 am so much of a Jesuit, in one sense, that if the object I had
view were praiseworthy, and I was satisfied on that score, I shou
not loek too scrupulously at the means by which the great end w:
to be accomplished. Some concessions must be made to tl
queen — some change in your deportment‘towards her, or I a
apprehensive you will lose her favour.”

1€ I must lose it, I must,” replied the duchess. ‘“But
will never retain it by imitating these truckling slaves — these m
nions who would crouch to the earth for a smile. It shall nevert
said of Sarah of Marlborough, that she adopted the abject policy
Abigail Hill, — and she only feels surprised that her lord shou
give her such council.”

I recommend no abject poliey,” replied the duke, a litt
nettled by her tome. “But firmness is one thing, imperiousae
another. 1t is mot in human nature, still less in the nature of o1
of such exalted rank, to submit to the control you impose upt
Anne.”

“‘Be content to rule in the camp, my lord,” said the daches
‘‘and leave the queen to me. 1 have hitherto.proved succes
ful,”

‘“But you are on the eve of a defeat,” eried the duke. *
warn you of that, Madam.”

“‘ Your grace is as impatient as hermajesty," said the duches
tanntingly.

‘“And with as much reason,” -cried the duke, rising and §
cing the apartment.
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1 have been a faithfal and loving wife to you, my lord, and
a faithful and loving friend and servant to the queen,” replied
the duchess, ‘‘and I cannot alter my conduct to please either of
you.”

‘““You rule us both with an iron rod,” cried Marlborough;
¢« and my own feelings of irritation make me perfectly comprehend
those of the queen.”

*“As I do not desire to quarrel with your grace, I will leave
you till you are cooler,” said the duchess, rising, and moving
towards the door. )

¢*‘Nay, you shall not go,” cried the duke, catching her hand.
I have been hasty — wrong. By Heaven! I do not wonder you
govern Anne so absolutely, for I have no will but yours.”

¢“Nor I any law but yours, my lord,” answered the duchess,
smiling. “‘You know that, and therefore yield to me, — some-
times. And so does her majesty.”

“If she loves you as truly as I do, Sarah,” returned Marl-
borough, tenderly, ‘‘you have notbing to fear, My passion bor-
ders on idolatry, and I could be anything in yeur hands, if the
reward for it was to be your love.- The letters I have sent you,
written amid the hurry and exhaustion of rapid marches — amid
the vexations of opposing interests,— on the agitating eve of batlle,
or in the intoxication of victory, would prove to you that you were
ever foremost in my thoughts, but they could not speak the full
extent of my feelings. Oh, Sarah! fortunate as my career has
been, and much as I ought yet to do to serve my queen and coun-
try, I would far rather retire with you to some quiet retreat, where
we might pass the remainder of our life undisturbed by faction, or
the cares of public life.”

““ Your grace would not be happy in such an existence, — nor
should I,” replied the duchess. ¢ We were made for greatness.
The quiet retreat you propose would become a prison, where you
would be tormented by a thousand stirring thoughts of conquests
yet unachieved, and laurels yet unwoun; while I should lament the
3 ascendancy I bad lost, and the power I had thrown aside. No,
no, my lord — much is to be done — much to be won before we
retire, It will be time to quit our posts when our acquisitions are
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greater. 'When I have made you the wealthiest noble, as yomare J
the first in Europe, I shall be satisfied; but not till then.” i

““You are a woman in a thousand,” cried the duke, in admi-
ration.

¢I am worthy to be the wife of the Duke of Marlborough,” she |,
answered proudly; ‘‘and my lord may safely repose his honour [y
and interests with me. I will watch well over both.” 1x

‘X doubt it not, Madam,” cried the duke in a voice of emo- | .
tion, and pressing her hand to his lips — ‘‘I doubt it not. ButI |,
would you had never placed Abigail near the queen.”

My motive for doing so was this,” replied the duchess. I
was fatigued to death with my attendance upon her majesty, and
to speak truth, after your grace’s elevation to a principality of the
empire, I thought the office derogatory. Abigail was therefore Ix
introduced as the fittest and safest person to fill my place. That |
I could not have made a worse selection I now find. The wench
has began to comport herself with a degree of insolence towards ],
me, that argues the reliance she places on the queen’s protection.
Add to which, T have discovered that an understanding subsists
between her and Harley, who you know is her kinsman.”

“With Harley!” cried the duke. ¢ Godolphin and I have for
some time doubted Harley, and have been anxious for his removal
from the ministry. But the queen has clung to him with a tena-
city till now unaccountable. He has found means, I’ll be sworn,
to reach her through Abigail.”

‘‘Right,” said the duchess. ¢ Your grace had once a high
opinion of this secretary, but I always warned you against him as
a smooth-tongued hypocrite, who had merely his own advance-
ment in view. Now I hope you are convinced.”

¢‘Most unpleasantly so,” rejoined the duke. ‘‘But how do
you suppose Harley communicates with Abigail?”’

I intercepted a note from her to him this morning at the
drawing-room,” said the duchess, ‘‘and which before it reached
him was first delivered by the messenger to-me.”

‘A love letter?” asked Marlborough,

“No, afew words hastily traced in pencil, desiring him to be

o o

— o
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t the garden gate of the palace at eleven to-morrow night,” said
he duchess.

¢¢ That sounds like an appointment!” cried the duke.

¢ Ay, but itis not with herself,” said the duchess. ‘‘Heis
o come there to see the queen. Of that I am well assured. ButI
rill surprise them. Having.the key of the back staircase, I can
asily be present at the conference.”

¢¢You had better think this over,” said Marlborough. ¢ The
[aeen may resent the intrusion.”

¢<I have already told your grace you know her not. She is far
nore in awe of me than I am of her, and with reason. If she were
10t ashamed of Harley, she would ,bot receive him thus clandes~
inely. It will be sufficient for mé to discover the intercourse to
yut an end to it.”

“T hope so,” replied the duke. ¢ But while Abigail enjoys
1er fayour, there will always be danger. Can we not provide her
1 husband?”

¢“Marry her to Harley,” laughed the duchess. ‘‘A notable
roject, truly!”

At this juncture, a servant entered the room and announced
he Earl of Sunderland. .

¢« Glad to see you, son-in-law,” said the duke, extending his
hgod to him. *‘We were talking of marrying our cousin, Abigail
Hill.”

““What, to the Marquis de Guiscard! who attempted to carry
her off in the face of all the world this morning,” cried Sunder-
land, ¢‘and was only prevented by the interference of young
Masham the prince’s equerry.”

“Ah' how was that?” inquired the duchess.

And the earl proceeded to detail the occurrence related in a
previous'chapter.

‘‘ Guiscard is a dangerous man,” said the duke; ‘‘and ifhe
cannot rid himself of a rival by fair means, will not hesitate to
have recourse to foul. I heard a strange character of him at the
Hague; but he is brave, and useful for certain purposes. I’ll
warrant me it is suspicion of Abigail’s favour with the queen that
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an excollont econpmist; insowueh saitbat hor tressmry was alna
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aggmentation of poar vicarages, woast.ever nansg her mame tob
held in. grateful remembramce by the clargy. At the periodia
guestion she was in her forty-third yeat. ,

Not far from the gueen, ataswall ¢ard-table, sat her consor
Prince George of Denmark , playing -at picguet with Mr. Harley.
A slight description wmwust suffice for the prince, He was stowt
with large, handseme, goad-hwmomred {eatures, and seemed 4
be fonder of play, and the pleasures of the table, than the care
and perplexities of spvereignty. Aparé from his constitution
apathy and indolence, the priace had many good qualities. B
was humane, just, affable, and had the welfare of the countr
sincerely at heart. He racely offered advice to the queen, orin
terfered between her and hor nginisters, bat when he did so, ¥
apinion was well cqnsidered. His was a character rather to is
spire esteem than respgct, apd Anne loved hisa more for the qu
lities of his heart tham for those of his head. He was dressedi
black velvet, with a star upon his breast, and wore the bluer
lnnd and the garter.

The Duchess of Ormond, Lady Portmere, and Lady River
were in attendance on the queen, and somewhat nearer to-h
than the rest, stood Ahigail Hill, with whom she was conversin
A concert of singers from the Italian Opera, with which Anae k
been much diverted, was just over, and: she was still talking
the pleasure she bad rec.eued, from it, when the Duchcsswf Ma
borough entered.

“Ah! you are come af last,” seid Anne. “‘I (oared I%
not to see your grace to~night.”

‘‘ Your majesty knows I have little taste for musie,” return
the duchess, ‘‘and I therefore pastponed my arrival till after:
concert, which I knew would take phace at ten.”

¢ Better late thannol atall, eertaimly,” rejoined Anuo- (D]
T have missed you.’

- ““Your majesty is infinitely obliging,” said the dueheas,
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casticatly — ‘add I fsar sasrifices. your shiverity a¢ the sktine of
complaisance; for I can scarcely believe I can have been missed
wlien I find you in company 50 much more' eongenial to your taste
than mine has become.”

“If you mean Abigsil,” teplied the queen, slightly colouring,
*‘she has indeed proved herself pleasant company, for she loves
music as much as myself, and we have been talking over the
charming songs we have just heard.” _

¢J presume, Madam, that you have heard of Abigail’s adven~
ture on her way to thé drawing-room this morning,” said the

duchess. ‘ :

‘I have,” replied the queen, ¢‘and have taken care that the
quarrel between the Marquis de Guiscard and Mr. Masham shall
proceed no further.” )

‘“Your majesty is very good,” said the duchess; ‘‘but it would
have been as well, methinks, if the young lady had made me, he
kinswoman, acquainted with the matter.”

“In imparting the matter to her majesty, I thought I had
done all that was needful,” rejoined Abigail; ‘“and I should not
tave interfered in the matter if I had not feared that harm might

efal —" :
¢“Mr. Masham,” supplied the duchess, maliciously. ¢‘‘You
were very considerate, it must be owned. RBut you need not have
Riven yourself uneasiness. The Marquis de Guiscard has been
with me to express his regret at what has dccurréd, and I must
confess his explanation of the matter appears satisfactory. He says
that some misapprebension of his intention, on your part, madé
you treat him in such manner as led to the violence which he
xagrets, and for which he is most anxious to apologize.”

*‘I have no misapprehension of his intentions,” said Abfgail -
‘‘none whatever.” ’

““IPyou mean to insinuate that he is in love with you,” re«
turned the duchess, ‘I must admit that you are in the right, for
ke owned as much to me, and entreated me to plead his cause
with you. For my own part, I think the offer a good one, and, as

Your relation, should be pleased to-see the union take place. I
3%




you yourself age willing, comsin, her muuty, I am pert
will not refuse her consent.”

I certainly should net refase my conuntif I lhmlnlb
hnppmess at all concerned in the matter,” replied the q
‘““but in the present instance such does not appear to }
case. Nay, I almost fancy I should please her best by
holding it.”

‘“Your majesty is in the right,” replied Abigail; ¢‘and
if you were to lay your injunctions upon me to wed the Marq
Guiscard, I do not think I codld obey you.”

‘“Your devotion shall not be so severely taxed,” said the ¢
smiling.

¢ Yet the marquis should not be rejected too hasnly,
duchess. “‘You behaved somewhat rudely to him this mo;
Abigail — his gallantry deserved a better return.”

‘It is easy for the contriver of a scheme to play it out,’
Abigail. < What if I tell your grace that Lady Rivers’s ¢
man has since confessed to being bribed by the marquis
as he did.”

¢*“The fellow must lie!” cried the duchess, angrily. B
truth shall be instantly ascertained, for the marquis is wi
Have I your majesty’s permission that he should ent(
presence?”

¢“Why— yes,” replied the queen, reluctantly, ‘if your
desires it.”

I do desire it,” returned the duchess. And steppin
the ball-room, she returned the next moment with Gui
Notwithstanding his effrontery, the marquis looked abashed
presence in which he stood; he glanced uneasily towarc
queen, and from her to Abigail, beneath whose steadfast,
temptuous look, he quailed.

My cousin Abigail says that you bribed Lady Rivers’s ¢
man-to. occasion this disturbance, marquis,” said the de
SIsitso?”

I will frankly confess that it is,” replied Guiscard, w
air of candour; ‘‘and the impulse that prompted me to the
‘will with equal frankness admit, was my passion for the
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-Abigail. T lioped by this means to make a favourable impression
“upon her. ButIhave been sufficiently punished for my temerity
by my failure.” -
' There was a moment’s pause, during which a glance passed
between the queen and the Duchess of Marlborough.
“‘You did wrong, marquis,” said the former, at length; “but

‘the admission of the motive is something.”

" X have nothing to plead in extenuation of my condict, but the
_excess of my passion, Madam,” rejoined the marquis, penitentially.
'Y entreat Miss Hill's forgiveness.”

‘I would willingly accord it,” she answered, “‘if I felt assured
! there would be no repetition of the annoyance I have experienced..”
. ‘““Abigail, I would fain play the mediator,” mterposed the
* ‘duchess.
. “Your grace will waste time,” rejoined Abigail, .‘Iam sur-
{rised that a person of the marquis’s spirit should persevere, where
e sees there is no chance of success. A well-executed retreat, as
the Duke of Marlborough would tell him, is aqual toa vxctory.

Let him retire while he can do so with a good grace.”

“You have had ‘your amswer, marqms,” said the queen,
smiling. .

“Ihave, Madam,” replied Gmsen-d bowing to hide his mor-
tification. *“But a monatch of my own country, and one who had
the reputation of understanding your sex tloroughly, having left
it on record that woman is changeable, and that he isa fool who
dakes her at her word; and my own experience serving to prove the
truth of the assertion, I1shall not be discouraged, though at present
rebuffed.”
| “Imustat least interdict you from pressing your suit further,"”

said the queen.

¢ Agreed, Madam,” returned Guiscard; but what if’Ihave
' the fair Abigail’s consent?”
. “In that ease, Iwitidraw my lhterdnctlon,” replied the queen.
.- ““Bhe shall yet be yours,” said the duchess, ina vshislwr, to
Guiscard.
| “Iknow on whomi Irely,”. ntunod the marquis, in Wb T
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“l would rather have your grace’s word thn the Jady’s own
: pmmne.
¢ And you would choose nghtly," said the duchess, sming.
- As the words were uttered, the party was increased by tht
entrance of the Earl of Sunderland and Masham. The latier
looked somewhat flushed and excited.
© «Ah, Mr. Masham!” eried the queen, ‘‘you are eome ms
opportunely. I wish tp make you friends with the Marquis do
Guiscard.”
“Your majesty is very kind and condescendmg,” replid
Masham — “‘hut | am already reconciled to the marguis.”
Y am happy to hearit,” rejoined Anne; *‘butlwas not awar
you had met.” ] .
«Oh dear, yes, Madam!” returned Masham; ¢we bol
dined at Marlborough House, and are the best friends imaginable.
‘Fnstead of quarrelling, we have laughed heartily at the adventure of
the morning. IfIhad known the marquis"s motive, I shonld nd
‘have interfered.”
s lndeed"’ exclaimed Ablgail with a look of lll-disgulsed
vexation.
“You smoly do not, think he was justified in what he dld ‘Mr.
Masham?” said the queeén.
“In love and war, I need not remjnd your ma;esty, all stee-
tagesas are fair,” replied Masham, bowing.
““Yeou are a very wnaceountahle person, Mr. Mnshm sl
Abigail, ‘in.a tone of pique.
I am not the only unaeeountable person in the world, lﬂs!
Hill,” he replied, significantby..
‘“There seems to be some misunderstanding here,” interposei
Horloy, who bad just finiahed bis game, rising from the eard-tabli
— ¢“can I set it right?”
‘“Where others fail, dewlitless Mr. Harley can suened,"' sul
the duchess, sarcastically. .
.k will try, Madam, at all events,”” replied the secretary
‘Yqu appear put oyt of the ' way, my deav,” he added, to Abigtil
¢“Oh, notin the least, cousin,” she rephed quickly.
& And youl” he comtivwed, sarnigg toMassham. D¢
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«QOh, not in the Jeaikt,” Wag the answer; ‘‘unless, fndeed,”
he added, ‘‘for making a fool of myself, and gpoittag sport.”

‘“Bat fou really dppear te requive some eiplanation,” said
Harley; ‘‘and I am sure Miss Hilkwill afford it.”

“You are giving yourself very needless trouble, 8ir,” said
Masham, coolly; ‘‘Ihave had all ﬁeexplmiﬂon 1 requive.”

<“And I have given all Iidesign to afford,” eaid. Abng!il,
affected indifference.

““Very adroitly managed, indéed, Mv. Secretary,” laughed the
duchess. *‘You have set matters right very expedhiously, it must
beowned.”

¢‘Perhaps I might bo more suecessful,” interposed Anne/
good-naturedly.

*Oh, no, indeed, your majesty!™ said Abigall. I begin to
think I was wrong, after all, about the Marquis de Guiscard.”

«8She releuu ” whrspeted the duchess to the marquis.

““Not s0,” he replied, in the same tone;. ¢ that was merely said
to pique Masham.”

< Never uiind why it was said, if it premotes your object,”
rejoined the duchess. ‘“Go to her at onee. If you succeed i
jsritating Mashain past recosctiliation, alt will be well.”

«There’s my hand, marquis, in token of forgiveness,” said

Abigail to Guiscard.

¢ You are wrong, cousin,” whispered Harley, ¢‘and will repent
what you are doing.” .

*“No, Ishan’t,” she replied, in the same tone.

Further asides were iriterrupted by the advance of the mar
whe took Abigail’s hand ahd pressed it respectfally to his lips.

‘“You were right; she is a nmieré coquetté,” said Masham %0
Sunderland, in a tone almost sufiieiently loudt to be audible to
the others.

. *“Why«yes. Ithought you could mﬂydmom i replled
the eark.

<‘May I be permitted to chim'your hand fot the dance, Miss

Hill, now that  have pedsession of it?” said she mariuis. -
« $<If her niajesty will allow inte, yes™ - Husithted Abigsil. '
. “You see that I have the yousg, lndy's sohwein; Madam,”’ seil



@Guiscard to the queen. - ‘I truist,. therofore, you will gratfously
withdraw yeur iaterdiction.”
" ¢“Abigail must use her own diseretion,” replied Anne. “I
think you are wrong in danciag with him,” she added in an unden
tone to her.
I have a motive for it, Madam,” replied Abigail, in the samé
voice. ‘I have succeeded in vexing him,” she added aside, to
Harley, as she passed.
‘‘You have lost him,” he rejoined, angrily.

‘“Well, no matter, I shall not break my heart about him,” she |,

returned. And dropping a profound courtesy to the queen, she
tripped into the ball-room with Guiscard.
““On my soul, I begin to think her a coquette, myself,"
muttered Harlgy. ¢‘She will ruin all my plans. I must speak to
Masham.”
“I will myself proceed to the ball-room,” said the queen,
rising, and taking the arm of her royal consort. *Your grace will
attend me?”
The duchess bowed, and extending her hand to Masham, said
— ¢“Come, Sir, you must go with me.”
And with a glance of triumph at the dismayed secretary, she
fgHowed the queen into the ball-reom.

CHAPTER V.
In which the Marquis exhibits his talent for double-dealing.

ANoTHER attempt was made by Harley to bring about a recea-
ciliation between Abigail and Masham, but it proved as unsuc-
cessful as the first. The youmg equerry was so piqued, that he
devoted himself exclusively to the beautiful Countess of Sunder~
Jand, who, having received a hint to that effect from her mother,
took care not to discourage his attentions, and finally carried his
away in triumph with het and: the earl to supper. Foiled in this
quarter, Harley turned to Abigail; but she was equally engrossed
by the marquis, laughed loudly at. his remarks, and appeared so
mnch amusedand intevested by him ; that the secretary was com-
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mnnuud andbegntom*tmlw“

e “lf -she redlly likes‘Guiscard,” he thought ¥ must make a
lriend of him btimes. But I cannot believe it. ' 8be admitted to
me that:she was pleased with Masham — and her looks said moré
than her words. And yet she acts ini this unaccountale manner:
Put a woman never knows her own mind for an hour together,
wind why should I expect more from her than from the rest of her
sex? Inever knew aplot miscarry, but a woman had some share
in it. I bave no special regard for Masham, but he would be
better than this intriguing Frenchman, who will speedily ruim
Abigail and himself. And this the duchess well knows, and
lherefore she befriends him. I must put an end to this silly scene
at once.”

Bat he found it no such easy matter. Abigail would nellher
attend to his glances, nor listen to his whispered remonstrances,
and he was forced to retire in some confusion, for he felt that the
pyes of the duchess were upon him. Venting his anger in muttered
maledictions against the sex, he returned to the green closet,
which was now entirely deserted, and pondered over what had oc-
eurred, and upon the best means of retaliating upon his enemy. -

‘While occupied with these reflections, he was surprised by the
entrance of Guiscard, and the Comte de Briangon. The latter
threw himself into a chmr near the picquet table, and hklns up
the cards,. affected to examine them, while the marquis lmuly
advanced to Harley.

.. “What! quitted your fair partner alrndy. rmarquis?” - cmd
the secretary. I thought it was an engagement for the evening.”
. *<Miss Hill has rejoined the queen,” answered Guiscard,

d, sgeing_you enter this room, Ithought it a favourshle op-
ity to have a word with you, Mr. Harley.” :
® “'l‘he sgcretary bowed somewhat stiffly..
. “ I have reasoa to think my atteations ave net- dhuroublem
Hill » pursued the mnquis, ““yom are her cousin, Mr,
ex. v
¢ Miss Hill will dispese of herself mmung wa,
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Morguis,” seplied. thie sechetary, -drily} * but you had betit'ss
dress yourself to her other cousin, the Duchess of Marlborouj:®
s “F am sure of ‘the ‘ducheéss’ comsent,” rejdined Guktard;
hut, as 1 bave a pertioular regard for you, Me. Hurley, ad
would not do anything for the world disagreeable to you , I'wishk®
ascextain your seatiments ds to the connexion.” e
<« The allisnce is 100 advantageous, and too exalted, rotteBt
gritifyingto me, marquis,” said Harley, sarcasticaily. o
¢ Apert from my regard for Miss Hill,” continued Gaiscard,
<slone of my chief pleasures in the union, — should I be $o fortt-
mate as to obtain her hand, — will be that it will enable me t
Berve you, Mr. Harley, as effectually as I desire to do.”
‘*Really, marquis, Iam more indebted to you than I can v
express,” rejoined Harley, in a tone of incredulous contempt;
**biit I apprehend that your understanding with a certain great
lady, with whom I have the misfortune to differ on some points,
will rather interfere with your obliging desire to serve me.” '
¢““There is no understanding between the duchess and me, 1
assuré you, Mr. Harley,” replied Guiscard, “or if there is,”
added, lowering his tone, and assuming a confidential mannet,
¢«¢1 do not constder myseif bound by it. The duchess only uses mé
for her own purposés, and Iam, therefore, under no obligation
10 her. But I could be grateful to him who would setve me frol
4 better motive.” o
‘“You would need a ¢cleater lantern than that of Diogenes t
find out a disinterested friend at a court, marquis,” replied Hst-
ley, with a sneer.. <} I were to aid you, it would be upon the
same terms as the duchess.” ' '
" *“Will you atd me upen her terms?”’ asked Guiscard, eagerly,
' Hum!" exclaimed Harley. *What faith have I in your pfo-
fessions?” . . ' - |
“This is no place for explanation, Sir,” replied Guiséard,
hurifedly and: eartiestly, < but though my conduct may appear,
yod that ofu double-dealer, I can easily prove my sincetity. ﬂ
sentiments on many points, I know to be the same. Weé Il
oush 9fish & seoretregand Toran exited family < & - - .o
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-+ ¢ Jush ! " exclaimed Harley, raising his fingor tohis:lips; wmsl
glancing uneasily at the Comte de Briancon, whose back wastd-
wards them, and who siill appeared ocoupied with she casds.

«<He hears us pot,” said Guiscard, **and if he does , wothidl
is 4o be feared from Imn. He is in my confidence. Whenever you
please, you shall receive satisfactory assurances of my goed faitht,
and, .i» the:meantime , I entreat you to place reliance inimé. ‘Mo-
tives of policy , which must be obvious to yow, have induced me 40
joim, apparently, with the duchess. I now offer myseM to yeu,
hehg porsuaded that without you I shall never obtain Miss Hill’ s

"n would be unfair to contradict you, marquis,” uplhd the
secretary. ¢ Without my aid, I do not think you will.”

¢¢Then hear me, Mr. Harley,” said Guiscard; “‘if I am seo-
cessful in obtaining my object through you, I will devote myseif
wholly to your service. If you do not drive out Lord Godelphin,
and occupy his post, it shall not be my fault.”

“ While you and Madame la Maréchale supplant the Duke and
Puchess of Marlboraugh eh, marquis! Egad, Saint James’s will
then really boast its Concini and Galigai, and our graciows sove-
reign will shine forth a second Marie de Medicis.”

¢« 8ir!” exclaimed Guiscard, angrily.

¢ Nay, Iam but jesting,” replied Harley, seriously. I mnbt
bave time te think the matter over. You have taken me by sun-
prise. Come to me to-morrow, and you shall have an answer."

<At what hour?” asked lhe marguis. ;

"¢« About noon,” replied Harley.

X will pot fail,” said Guiscard; ¢ and rnmeml)ntha'ﬂ!rests
with yourself t0 make me en lasured friend or & dctmnin‘d
anemy.’

¢} perfectly understand you, marquis,” tejoined’ mﬂor
“agd now we will separate, or we may.be obmed. Ab' tﬁ
duchess.”

+ % What! in elose conference with Mr. Harley, marquis??" tried
Abe duchess, entering the closet.  * Youm lalkmg treason, lill
AArtain.”’ :

.- *“Not of your grace, at allemuq,” nplmd Wﬁ‘wﬂ
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‘perfoct assirance; “‘nor, indeed, of any one. Mr. ‘Hm‘ley
bun professing an ohhgmg interest in my suit to Miss Hill.”

‘« And you betieve him?” said the duchess. *‘If he speals
-#he truth, he must have suddenly changed his mind.”

« Sudden changes of opinion do occur, your grace,” rejoindd
_the sécretary.

“‘You are right,” replied the duchess, significantly. ‘‘And it
is well when we know from the first, whom we have to deal with,”
.she added, glancing at Guiscard. ‘ One cannot then he deceived.”

*“True,” replied the marquis. ‘‘She suspects me,” he added,
to himself.

At this moment, the queen and her ladies, together with the
prince and his attendants, entercd the closet, and while Annt
seated herself on the fauteuil, the duchess drew near the Earl of

“Sunderiand, and said to him, in an under-tone —

¢¢I have just overheard a perfidious proposal made by Guiscard
to Harley. ‘Whether it has been accepted or not I could not ascer-
‘tain. But it is clear the fellow is not to be trusted.”

‘I could bave told your grace that before,” replied the earf;
¢ but he will answer your present purpose as well as a better mas,
and will be more easily shaken off afterwards. It will enchant mé
if he persuades Harley to league with him. There can be little
doubt then of the match taking place, and equal certainty of Abi-
gail's immediate dismissal. To further this, let me entreat you
not to let either Guiscard or Harley perceive that you suspect the
existence of an understanding between them. Bolh are eyeing you
narrowly.”

The duchess nodded, and quitting her son-in-law, beckoned
she marquiis to her, and by the carelessness of her manner, and
the friendly remarks she made upon the prosperous progress of his
-salt withi Abigail, speedily removed his misgivings. Not so Harley.
:His’ constant practice of dissimulation rendered him distrustful oI
others, and he said to himself —

L “l‘am not to be so easily duped. Isaw by the duchess’s looks
when she came in, that she had overheard what passed betweén
us, or suspected it, and set down Guiscard as a traitor. She has

Mg«l her plans’ ihce,' ptobably owing to Surderland’s advice. .

famArd
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Bus 4 went fo < atleast with me.  What if I nilslad-them, sad
seem tb combine with this intriguing Frenchman? " It shall be so.:
Where practicdble , ‘one shiodld never fail to play off an ndvemry s'
card against himself.”

. Soon after this the queen retired, the company dispersed, nnd
the duchess returned to Marlhorough House well satisfied of 1ho‘
rasult of her schemes.

CHAPTER VL
A peep below stairs at Marlborough House.

ON the morning after the ball at the palace, and just as tbo
clock of old Saint Martin’s Church (for the present structure wasy
not then erected) was striking eight, Mr. Thomas Proddy, the
Gueen’s coachman, issued from the Royal Mews at Charing Cross,
and bent his steps towards Marlborough House. A little man was:
Mr. Proddy — a very little man — but great, exceedingly great,
in his own estimation ; indeed, it may be doubted whether the
bprd-tieasurer entertained a higher opinion of his pest or himself,’
than did Mr. Proddy. Nature had been singularly kind to him,
and if she did not actually design him for his exalted situation, she
formed him in such a manner as ensured his elevation to it. 8he
eoloured his gills. with the blushing hues ordinarily bestowed by
her on. the turkey-cock; moulded him after the fashion of the
Bacchus on a rum-puncheon; and kindly limited his growth to
four feet nothing. Not insensible, it has been said, tothese na=
tural advantagés, was Mr. Proddy. No man was prouder of his
calves than he was, or set greater value on his paunch, or took
more pains to nourish the genial tinting of his cheek. e felt {
incambent upon him to strut in his gait, when called upop by ne<
cessity to walk; tonod slightly, very slightly — if he enconatersd
a friend; to eye disdainfully all other persons wha might cross bis
path; and to cock his nose, which being small and snubby, suited
the action well, and thrust out his under lip and double-chin i &
manner that should leave no one in doubt as to his self-importance:
Gieat was little Mr. Proddy on his feet, but he was greater fsr on
the box. ’to see him seated on the hammer-cloth of the royal state-
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amiags, in aRk the glowiés of his vich livery, his laved: thresd
corneded hat, his bouquet, and his flaxen wig, countrasting s
happily with his rubicand face, with his little fat legs fixed upos
the splashing-board, and his eight milk-white horses in hand, =
this was a.sight worth beholding. All the dignity of all the coach-
man in the kingdom seemed then to be concentred in Mr. Proddy.
He was deaf to the shouts of admiring crowds ; but you saw a smile
of ineffable consequence irradiate his cheek and chin, and twinkle
in his round protruding eyes, while he now and then addresseda
brief injunction to the grooms at the horses’ heads in the tone of
a general issuing orders to his aides-de-camp. Once, and once
only, did he forget himself, and this was on the occasion of the
queen’s recent visit to Saint Paul’s, to return thanks for the victory
of Ramilies, when the name of Proddy being shouted forth in fe«
minine accents near Temple Bar, he looked up for a moment, sed
recognising some familiar face, winked in reply. But this dis
Gomposure was momentary, and is merely mentioned to show that
the great are not entirely free from the infirmities that beset other
less distinguished mortals. 'We must now follow Mr. Proddy wp
Pall Mall, along which he was slowly marching, or to speak more
eorrectly, waddling, with one hand thrust up to the thumb in bis
waistcoat-pocket, and the other sustaining the stesa of a yard of
elay, from which he was drawing huge whiffs, and expelling them
at the noses of the casual passengers. The hour being early, he
was somewhat in dishabille, and wore only a white calico jacket,
crimson. plush breeches, and stockings drawn. above the knee.
His shirt was unbuttoned, and as his little white wig merely
covered the top of his head, it gave to view the back of a neck,
precisely resembling in colour and expanse the same region ina
sealded pig. Then he had a velvet cap, bound with gold, with an
immease neb. On arriving at the first street running into Saint
James’s-square, Mr. Proddy halted, and dispatched a youthful
shoa-black, who had posted himself there with his implements,
for a mug of ale; armed with which he crossed over the way, and
ontered the gates of Marthorough House.

RDescending the area, Mr. Proddy paused for a moment at the
open_door of a room adjoining the kitchen, where a prodigious
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)iesiofJamisen and forks arose from u side-teble; ot WRA o
mbaer of seavants wers seated, headed by w stout, red-faeed per-
A0@e,: s white night-cap, white jacket, and white apron, whé
» oocupied , at the moment, in carving a maguificent sirlomy
beef. T :
- ¢ What, hard at work, I perceive, Mr. Fishwick,” seid Proddy,
Wdiog graciously at the cook; ¢‘ beginning the day well.” -
¢¢Tolerably, Mr. Proddy — tolerablyj,” replied Fishwick, re~
ming the otber’s salutation by taking off his night-eap, and re-
aging it on his bald pate. * Wont you sit down, Sir, and éat
mouthful with us? This beef is delicious, and as fat and juicy’
& haunch o’ yen'son.” ' o
««J ’ve not much appetite, Mr. Fishwick,” returmed Proddy,
spondingly; — ‘‘not much, Sir.” o
*Sarry to hear it,” said Fishwick, shaking his head. ‘¢ Shoutd:
g afraid Y wes in a bad way, if I made a poor breakfast.” 8it down’
W try. Here ’s a gold pork-pie — or some fried sassdges, ora
ice of ham or tongue may tempt you.”
.¢Take a eup o’ chocolate with me, Mr. Proddy,” said abaxem,
iddle-sged woman, who might possibly be the under-house-
ssper, atthe lower end of the table, “¢it 'l fortify you.” »
- ¢*Better have a dish o’ tea with me, Mr. Proddy,” iaterposed
much younger person, with a good deal of the air of alady’s-
waid in her dress and manner; ‘‘it ’s good for the narves, you
pow,”’ '
¢¢ Obleeged toyou, Mrs, Tipping; and to you, too, Mts. Plump-
m,” replied Proddy; “but I 'm not troubled with narves, and
don’t want fortifyin’. Thank’ee all‘the same as theugh I did.’
it I°H tell ea what I 2¢¥ take, Mr, Fishwick, if you 1l allow me,
ud that 'sa toast with my ale.” '
‘“You shall have it in a trice,” replied the eook, issuing the
teegssary orders to one of his subalterns. And having done this,
' pelinguished his knife and fork to a footman near him, and
reat up tb Proddy.
-“Trugh is, I drank rather too much punch last night, Mr.’
behwick,” said the latter, in alow tone, *‘in wishin® the queen
— God bless her! — many happy returns of the day; sad L feet



sather quessy thie nsotain’, in.cossequonce. - Serjeant Sealesd
I supped together, and. right jolly we were, I cm promise s
We bocuno swom brothers at Jast, and 1’m come to talk mastd
over wi’ him now.. Adsookers, he’s a man of informagion, t
serjeant.”

“ 4By the muss, is he]” returped Fishwick — ¢a man: ofpm
as one may say. He laves his glass a little too well; but that’sk
only fault.”

“I cannot account that a fault, Fishwick,” rejoined Prodé
¢ Serjeant Scales seems of a cheerful and convivial turn, Iike‘m:
self. But nothin’ more, — nothin’ more.” -

¢“Far be it from me to blame him for his conviviality,” said ll
cook, laughing. “‘He ’'s a pleasant man always; bat never ¢
pleasant as over a glass, for thien he loves to fight his battles aw
again; and to hear hini tell what he has seen and done is as- goc
as reading a newspaper. Lord love you, he has been with tl
duke in all his campaigns in the Low Counfgies, and elsewher
and has received as many as seventeen wounds in differetit parts:
the body! I°'ve seén ‘et myself, so I can speak to'it. He his
bullet in each of his legs, and another in his shoulder; and y
yourself must have remarked the great cut across his nose. - 1 b
lieve his nose was sliced right off, and afterwards pieced to tl
face; but however that may be, he had the satisfaction of killit
the Bavarian dragoon that wounded him. As to the Mounseer
he has sent a score of 'em, at least, to the devil. He liatcs'
Frenchman as heartily as he loves brandy.” -

‘I honour him for the feeling, Mr. Fishwick,” said Prodd‘
¢‘I hate them Mounseers myself consumedly ” .

. ““The serjeant 's a perfect gazette in himself,” pursued: Fisl
wick, ‘“and can relate all the duke said at this place, and all1
~ did at that; how he marched here, and encamped there ; what for:
he had at all his engagements; how he planned his batties; at
what skilful manceuvres he executed ; how if mimbers could ha
gained the day, the French ought to have beaten Aim, but hex
on the contrary, ‘they always got beaten themselves. In shor
he ’ll show you as plain as a pike-staff what it is that mlkelﬂ
Duke of Ma;lborough the great general he is.” S
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] cam tell you thet, Fishwick’” — rejoined Proddy; — *it‘s
skill. Just the same as makes me a better coachman than any:
otherman. The duke is cut out for the head: of an army, just as
1I’m cut out for the queen’s coach-box.”

“Exactly!” replied Fishwick, scarcely able to suppress a
Jaugh. ‘*But I haven’t quite done with the serjeant yet. His
memory ’s so good, that he can- tell you how miany of the enemy’
were killed in each battle — how many standards were taken, how
many cannon, how many fire-locks;, how many swords, how many
pikes, gorgets, and bayonets — and I shouldn't wonder if he
could give a shrewd guess at'the number of bullets fired.”

¢“The serjeant s a wonderful mau, Mr. Fishwick,” observed’
Proddy, in admiration.

* You may say that, Mr. Proddy,” returned the cook — ‘‘he
is a wonderful man. Idon’t know such another. You ’ll see his
room presently, and you ’ll find it a perfect museum.” -

¢ He told me he had something to show me,” said Proddy.

¢¢ And he told you the truth,” rejoined Fishwick. ¢¢The duke
is uncommonly partial to the serjeant, and chooses to have him-
constantly near him, and having perfect confidence in him, em-
ploys him on any business where secrecy is required. The ser~
jeant, on his part, shows his atlachment to his noble master in a
curious way. He wont let any one clean his boots but himself.”

«Just like me!” cried Proddy. ¢ I wouldn't let any one clean:
the queen’s carriage but myself. The serjeant ’s a man after my-
own heart.”

_ ““The serjeant is too fond of drumming to please me,” re-’
marked Mrs. Tipping, who being a lady’s-maid-was somewhat of
afine lady herself. ¢ Rat-a-tat-atat-atat, — rat-a-tat-atat-atat!
he’s at it from mornin’ to night, so thatit’s a mercy the drums of’
one’s ears ain’t split with the noise. I wonder my lady stands it.

; 1'm sure I wouldn’t, if I were a duchess.”

. “The duchess is a soldier's wife, Mrs. Tipping,” said the
took, in a tone of slight rebuke; ‘‘and our noble master is in-
dulgent 1o his faithful follower, and humours his whims. The’
Serjeant, you must know, Mr. Proddy, first served as a drumawmexy

Saint James's. h
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" and lhough he has risen as you see, he still loves his old occu-
pation.”

‘“Quite nat'ral, Mr. Fishwick,” replled Proddy, ¢an old
coachman always llkes the smack of the whip.”

““Well, mydear, if you object to the serjeant’s drumming,”
remarked Mrs. Plumpton to Mrs. Tipping; *I ’m sure. you can't
find fault with his singing. He s as melojus as a nightingale.”

¢ He croaks like a raven, in my opinion,” rejoined pretty Mrs.
Tipping; ‘but we can easily understand why you find his singing
so sweet, Mrs. Plumpton.”

““And why, pray, I should like to know, Mrs. Saucebox?”
cried the housekeeper, angrily.

“Fie, ladies, fie!” interposed Fishwick — ¢‘ quarrelling so
early in the day. Mr. Proddy will have a pretty idea of your
tempers.”

¢‘I should be ashamed to quarrel with a creature like Tipping,”
cried Mrs. Plumpton; ‘‘but if it must be told, there was a time
when she liked both the serjeant’s drumming and singing.”

‘I wont degrade myself by answering a spiteful old thing like
Plumpton,” replied Mrs. Tipping, ¢butI cast her vile insinua-
tions in her teeth. Like his drumming and singing, forsooth!
Marry, come up! she ’ll try to persuade you l like the serjeant
himself next.”

“So you do,” retorted Mrs. Plumpton; ‘so you do! And
you ’'re jealous of his attentions to me, though I’m sure I give him
no encouragement. And that ’s why.you abuse him so.”

¢« Ladies, -ladies, I must again call you to order,” cried Fish-'

wick. ¢It’s apity that a question of harmony, like the present,
should lead to discord — ha! ha! But here ’s the toast, Mr.
Proddy. Ifyou wish to see the serjeant, I’ll show you the way to
his room.”

Plunging the toast into the ale, and swallowing a huge mouth-
ful or two, Mr. Proddy left the rest to soak, and resuming his
pipe, which he had replenished during the preceding discourse,
followed his conductor down a passage, leading apparently to the
other side of the house. They had not proceeded far, when their-
ears were saluted with the loud rattan of a drum.

2EIC N FannsusbE ERE
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¢¢That ’s the serjeant,” cried Fishw:ck with a laugh; “you ’ﬂ
have no difficulty in finding him now.”

‘Whereupon he retraced his steps, while the other proceeded -
in the direction of the sound, which grew louder and louder each
moment, until, as he reached a small chamber whence it issued,
he was well-nigh stunned.

Rat-a-tat-atat-a-r-r-r-r-a-r-a— Rat-a-tat-atat-a-r-r-r-r-a-r-a!

CHAPTER VII
Showing how the Duke of Marlborough’s boots were cleaned.

¢“WHAT a devil of a din,” thought Proddy. ¢‘I begin to think
Mrs. Tipping was right. The serjeant is rayther too fond of
drumming, I’ve come at an unlucky moment. But it can’t last
for ever.”
1t lasted longer than he expected though, and became so in-
tolerably loud towards the close, that he wondered whether he
should ever hear distinctly afterwards. The door being partially
open, gave to view a sparely-made but athletic-looking man, who
must have been more than six feet high when he stood erect,
seated on a joint stool, with a large drum between his legs, which
he was beating in the furious manner above described. Little
flesh, but a vast deal of muscle, had Serjeant Scales; his hands
were large and bony, so were his feet, so was his face, and his
whole frame seemed knotted and compact, and built for a stbut
resistance against attacks of all kinds, whether from without or
within. That he must have undergone much wear ‘and tear was
evident; but the freshness of his complexion, which was streaked
with red, like an apple, bore testimony that neither the fatigues
of a soldier’s life, nor the addiction to good liquor, which was
laid to his charge, had impaired his constitution. His nose was
of unusual magnitude. and it was probably owing to its pro-
minence that he had received the severe cut across it, which had’
so nearly robbed him of this remarkable feature. Nothing, in-
deed, but the skill of the surgeon of the regiment saved him from
i complete disfigurement, for his nose had actually been sliced off,
and was only found and re-applied to the face some little ‘s

A*
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after its excision.* - The Testoration, however, was perfect; and
though the point of junction to the parent stock: could certainlybe
discovered, the nose was as firmly fixed, as ornamental, and as
useful to all intents and purposes as ever.. The serjeant had 3
pair of kindly grey eyes, shaded hy grizeled: brows; his forehead
was bald and scarred in several places,. while a black patch just
ahove the left temple showed where a recent wound: had- been. re-
ceived. There was an air of military cleanliness about him. His
face was shaved with scrupulous nicety, the scanty locks that
graced the sides of his head were carefully powdered, and a tole-
rably thick pig-tail hung down his shoulders. A regimental waist-
coat of blue cloth, fitting tight to the shape,. and braided with
white at the pockets and button-holes; tight white gaiters, ascend-
ing above the knee, and fastened beneath it with a. black strap;
square-toed shoes; aleathern stock; and a little cap of the same
material, constituted his attire.

At the further end of the room hung two prints, the one repre-
senting the victory of Ramilies, in which. the prowess of the Bri-
tish troops was represented in a very lively manner, and the other
being a plan of the battle of Blenheim.. Underneath: was a map of
the Netherlands, and-a plan of the camp and. entrenchments on
the Schellenberg. Between these plans, from a peg, hung the
serjeant’s regimental coat, carefully brusbed, and with the but-
tous polished as bright as silver,, together with his three-cornered
hat. On the left stood a large black military chest, with the
owner’s name inscribed upon it. Above it was a print of the re-
cent royal visit of thanksgiving to Seint Paul’s. Opposite. was a
portrait of the Duke of Marlberough on herseback, enveloped in
clouds of smoke, and calling to his men to-charge. Near the duke
was a broken sword, to which, doubtless;, some history was at-
tached; and beneath the sword hung a pair. of buff-coloured, and
seemingly blood-stained gloves, and a meerschaum. There were
also two other caricatures, purporting to be portraits.of Marshals

* * Some curious cases, in which severed noses have been success-
fully restored, are mentioned in Mr. PETTIGREW'S recent very amusing
treatise on ‘‘Medical Superstitions.”
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rs and Tallard, placed, intentiomally no donbt, immediately
r the picture of their great conqueror. From the centre of
rof hung, suspended by a stout court, a twenty-pound-weight
of shot. On a small deal table, on the right, stood a pair
‘k-boots, (wHoSE, Mr. Proddy could easily divine,) a pot of
iing, a box of brushes, a pair of spurs, aknife, and some
‘trifling matters. On the floor lay a piece of music recently
osed, and entitled, ‘“A new health to the Duke of Marl-
ugh in three glasses,” a map of Flanders, andaroll of popu-
illads.
laving finished his reveillée, "very mach, as it appeared, to
wn satisfaction, the serjeant got up, and putting the dram
1, proceeded to tie an apron round his waist. After which,
ok up a boot and began to brush it, clearing up his pipes at
ame-time for the following stave :

‘MARLBROOK TO THE WARS IS COMING.

MARLBROOK to the wars is coming!
1 fanoy I hear bis drumming;
’T will put an end to the mumming
Of our priest-ridden Monarque!
For the moment he enters Flanders,
He 'll scare all our brave commanders,
They 'll fly like so many ganders,
Disturb’d by a mastiff’s bark.

He comes ; — and at SCHRLLENBERG licks 'em
- At BLENHERIM next, bow he kicks 'em,
And on RamiLigs’ plain how he sticks 'em
With bay'net to the ground!
For says he, ‘‘Those saucy Mounseers,
1l thoroughly — thoroughly trounce, sirs,
As long as there 's an ounce, sirs,
Of powder to be found.

Now he ’s gone bome so jolly,
And we ’re lelt melancholy,
Lamenting of aur folly
That such a part we took.
For bitterly has he drubb’d us,
And:cruelly has he snubb’d us,
And against the grain has rubb’d us,
This terrible Turk, MARLPROOK.
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We hope he 'll never ceme back, sirs,
Our generals to atlack, sirs,
And thrash them all in a crack, sirs,
As he has done before.
But in case QuErN ANNE should send him,
We trust she 'll kindly lend him,
Some Tories* to attend him,
Then he 'l return no more!

At the close of the ditty, Mr. Proddy walked into the ro

¢‘Serjeant Scales, your most obedient,” he said; ‘‘ma
word, you see.”

“8o I perceive,” rejoined the serjeant; ‘‘glad to s
How are you, comrade? Excuse me. Can’t shake hands.

‘‘Don’t mind me,” replied Proddy; ¢‘‘I’m never intel
Go on.”

I like the sentiment,” rejoined the serjeant. ¢ Take
This stool.”

““Thank’ee, no,” replied Proddy. ¢‘I prefer sitting
And setting the mug on the chest, he clambered up besid:
some difficulty. When he was comfortably settled, the
remarked —

¢“You know what I hold in my hand, comrade?”

The coachman nodded, significantly.

““Yes, it 's H1s boot, comrade — mi1s boot ! ” criéd the s
emphatically. ‘I should like to see any man clean tt
but me.”

“So I always say, when I wash down the royal ca
observed Mr. Proddy. ¢ ‘I should like to see any ma
this carriage but me.” That’s my observation.”

“But the duke is the duke,” cried the serjeant, n¢
pleased with the remark.

¢ And the queen is the queen,” retorted Proddy.

‘““But which is the greater?” demanded Scales, wit
asperity. * Which is the greater, Iask?”

* It will be remembered that the Tories of those days we
nearly the Whigs of ours; and that they were violently opposed
borough, and the war with France.
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¢“Why the queen, to be sure,” replied Proddy. . '

¢“No such thing,” rejoined the serjeant. ‘‘The duke is the
greater. Where 'ud the queen be without him? Doesn’t he win
all her battles for her? — doesn’t he keep her on her throne? —
doesn’t he direct everything? Zounds, comrade, doesn’t he
govern the kingdom ?”

¢“Not that I 'm aware of,” replied Proddy, opening his round
eyes to their widest extent; ‘‘but they say the duchess does.”

““Proddy, you 're a Tory,” said the serjeant, disdainfally.

‘‘Dash my wig, ifIam,” replied Proddy; ¢ but though I like
the duke, Imust stick up for my royal missis.”

‘““Well, you ’re right,” returned the serjeant, after a pause;
¢¢and I like you the better for it. Give us your hand, myboy. And
now look at this boot, Proddy. Observe it well. Do you see
anything extraordinary about it?”

““ About the heel, or the toe?” asked the coachman. .

“You ’re devoid of soul to make such areply, Proddy,” said
the serjeant. “This is a remarkable boot — a very remarkable
boot— an historical boot, as I may say. It was worn by the Duke
of Marlborough at the battle of Ramilies.”

‘¢ Odsbodikins! you don’t say so,” exclaimed the coachman.

“Yes, I do,” replied Scales; ‘‘and I could say a great deal
more about it, if I chose. But that one fact’s eneugh.”

<1 suppose he wore t'other boot at the battle o’ Blenheim ,” re-
marked the coachman, innocently.

“Nonsense,” cried the serjeant, angrily. And brushing away
at the boot with great vigour, to hide his vexation, he once more
lifted up his voice in song:

EING FROG AND QUEEN CRANE.

Old King Frog, he swore begar!
Croakledom cree! — croakledom croo!

That he with Queen Crane would go to war,
Blusterem boo! — thrusterem tbrough!

s With that, he summoned his fiercest Frogs,
* With great cock’d hats, and with queues like logs,

And says he, ‘Thrash these Cranes, you ugly dogs!

Sing, Ventre-saint-gris! — Parbleu! ”
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Croakledom cree — croakledom croo!

Messieurs the Frogs they changed their tune,
Of-blusterem boo! — thrusterem through'!

For Queen-Crane had a leader stout.and strong,

With.a bill like a fire-spit, six yards long,

And the Froggies he gobbled up all day long,
With their * Ventre-saint-gris! — Parbleu!”

‘““Bravo, serjeant,” exclaimed Proddy. ¢‘You sing as-wellas
you drum. The drum ’s a warlike instrument, serjeant.”

I believe you,” replied Scales, with sudden animatian , *‘the
most warlike .ingtryment as is, except the fife. But I prefer the
drum. You should hear me beat the different calls, comrade.”

« How mapy calls may there be, serjeant?” asked Proddy.

‘I never counted 'em,” replied Scales; ‘“but let me see —
there ’s the morning call, or reveillée — oune; the assembly call,
for the troops to fall in — two; foot-march — three; and there
used to be another beat, called the long-march, for the men to
club their fire~-locks — that may count as four; then there 's the
grenadier’s march — five; the retreat —”

¢t You never beat that, I 'm sure, serjeant,” interposed Proddy.

*“Often,” replied Scales; ‘* though not in the way you imagine.
The retreat.is-beaten at sunset, or gun-fire, when the pickets are
formed, that makes six; the tattoo, :seyen; the call to arms —
,the church call — the pioneer’s call — the serjeant’s calj — the
'drummer’s call — the preparative, which gives the signal to the
men to get ready for firing — the chammade , which means that a
parley is desired — and the rogue’s march, which js beaten when
a soldier is drummed out of the regiment. In all, fifteen.”

‘“You amaze me ! ” said Proddy. ‘‘I should as soon ha’ thought
o’ there bein’ fifteen different ways of cracking a whip.”

¢80 there are, no doubt, tohim who can find 'em out,” ob-
served Scales, somewhat contemptuously. And having. polished
the boot to hlS entire satisfaction, he put it carefully down on the
floor, and took up the other. L

*Isay, serjeant,” cried Proddy, ‘“‘do you know what you"u
doin’? You ’ll spoil that map.”
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‘“Never miud if I do, comrade,” replied Scales, smiling. “It's
not by accident that map of Flanders lies there. .And it s not by
accident that the Duke of Marlborough’s boot is set upon:it.”

I take,” cried Proddy. ‘‘You mean to show that the duke
has planted his-foot on Flanders, and crushed it-down.”

¢ Exactly,” replied the serjeant. ‘‘You 've :hit the mark as
neatly as I did the Bavarian trooper, at the Battle of Schellenberg,
when he was in the act of levelling a pistol.at the duke’s head. That
boot.precisely covers Bruges, Ghent, Antwerp, Oudenarde, Mech~
lin, and Brussels; all which cities his.gsace haslately subjeoted.
Ioever do anything without a meaning, comrade. Look atthose
spurs,” he added, pausing in his work, and_pointing to Ahem
with the brush. *‘You might think it accident that they 're lean-
ing against the picters of those two French generals. But it 's net.
Guess .why I put ‘em there?”

¢« To show how woundily the duke goads ‘em, I8 pose ,” replied
Proddy.

“Right,” rejoined the serjeant; ‘‘you takeme exactly, -com-
rade. It’s a pleasure to talk to a man of your discernment.
‘Those two.queer-looking chaps have given -us a.world o’ trouble.
Both are brave men , — for we mustn't disparage an evemy, com~
rade , — but the bravest of the two, as well as the best general,
is old Tallard. A well-fought battle was that of Blenheim ,~— and
well do I remember the day! 1 needn’t tell yon it was the
glorious Thirteenth of August, 1704é. Many and many hoon
aud -brave companion did I leave on thatbloody field. The duke
himself had a narrow escape, as you shall hear. Abent two
oclock in the morning, our -camp between Erlingshofen aad
Kessel-Ostheim, was broken up, aad the troops were pat in
motion; the right wing of the army being commanded by Brince
Eugene, and the left by the Duke of Marlborough. We marched
forward in silence, .and the morning being hazy, the-enemy did
not suspect our approach. As we drew mear, she iwio generals
rode forward with a strong escort o reconnoitve. dad from
this rising ground,”— poiating tothe plan,— *near Wolpesstowen,
they descried the whole of the hostile camp. The duke then,
after some consideration, laid out his plan of hatde. By this tima,
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-the mist having cleared off, our propinquity was discover(
the alarm being instantly given, preparations were made by
and the Elector of Bavaria for the approaching strife. 1 sl
through all our preparations, or the dispositions of the
because you mightn’t care to hear about ’em, or wouldn’t
stand ’em if you did, but shall pass to the event in quest
having been agreed between the two generals that the batth

. begin on both wings at the same moment, Prince Eugene 1

-and the duke, while waiting his signal, ordered service to
formed at the head of each regiment. This done, he af
posts for the wounded, and gave special instructions to
geons ; after which, he mounted his horse, and riding al
lines, seemed well pleased to find us all in such good he:

-0 eager to begin. *‘You shan’t have to wait long, my I
said. Scarcely were the words uttered, when a ball fron
the batteries struck the ground close beside him, and cove
from head to foot with dust. 'We all thought he was hit, a
was raised, but he shook the dust from his shoulders, ra

-hat, and rode on as if nothing had happened.”

¢¢ Just what I should have done under similar circums
observed Proddy. ‘‘Pray, serjeant, whose sword may t

-been?”” he added, glancing at the broken weapon hanging

the wall. :

¢ That sword belonged to a brave man, comrade — ave
man,” replied Scales; ‘‘no less a person than General Ro
was killed on the memorable day I ’ve just mentioned.
near him when he fell. The brigade under his comm:
to cross the Nebel, the little river you see here,” again 1
to the plan, *under so dreadful a discharge of grape,
clear water was turned to blood. But not a shot was
to be fired in return. On gaining the opposite bank,
Rowe drew his sword, and, in the teeth of the enemy
with the balls whistling about his ears like hail, advanc:
enclosures, and striking his blade against the pallisades,
word to fire. At the same moment, a bullet pierced his
but, though mortally wounded, he waved his broken bla
his head, for he had shivered it against the wood, and (
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his men to advance. The sword that fell from his grasp I picked
up and preserved. Poor fellow! if he had died later in the day I
should have grieved for him less. As it was, his last moments
were cheered by the certainty of victory.”

<« A great consolation,” observed Proddy. “‘I should like to
die in harness myself. But I observe a pair of gloves there.
They ’ve a history, I daresay?”

*They have,” replied Scales. ‘‘The dark stains you see upon
them are blood — 7y blood, comrade. Those gloves were once
the property of a Bavarian officer, whom I captured at the battle
of Schellenberg. He had fled towards the Danube, but I over-
took him in a wood, captured him after a struggle, and was re-
turning with my prisoner, when two of his own men came up.
Scared as they were, they saw how matters stood, and halted.
The officer instantly broke from me, though he had yielded —
rescue or no rescue, — and all three prepared to attack me. Be-
fore they could touch me, however, I shot one of them, and
having my bayonet fixed, contrived to keep off the other two; and
not merely keep 'em off, but to give ’em some awkward pokes into
the bargain. At last, the second man fell, and the officer alone
was left. He was severely wounded, but making a desperate
blow at me, he cut through my cap, and brought down the blood
over my face like rain, and then closing with me, seized me by
the throat with both hands. Millions of sparkles danced in my
eyes, and I could feel my tongue coming out between my teeth.
But just when I believed all was over, his grasp, relaxed, Ishook
him off, and he fell to the ground — stark dead ! I kept his gloves,
stained as you see ‘’em, in memory of the event.”

““You 'd a narrow escape, serjeant,” observed Proddy; ¢ that’s
a death I don’t desire. It seems too like hangin’. ”

¢‘ Perhaps you would prefer to die like poor Colonel Bingfield,
whose head was carried off by that eannon-ball, at the battle of
Ramilies,” rejoined Scales. )

““No, Ishouldn’t,” replied Proddy, looking up with astonish-
ment, mixed with alarm, at the huge piece of shot hanging above
his head. *‘Has that cannon-ball actilly taken off a man’s head?”’

¢¢As clean as axe could do it,” retura Scales.
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“Lor!"” exclaimed Proddy, involumtarilyputting his hand
his neck, -and wondering how he should feel without his he:
<<If it wouldn’t be tirin’ you, serjeant, Ishould like‘to hear ab«
that.” '

“¢You must know, then,” -replied Scales, ‘“that during f

-‘heat of the conflict, theDuke -of Marlborough, seeing some of'1
cavalry in disorder, dashed amongst them, to encourage them
“his presence; but, being recognised by the French dragoo!
with whom they were engaged, -he was surrounded, and exposed
the greatest danger. ‘Providence, however, ‘had decreed that he
" ~was to be so taken, ‘and extricating himself from them, he leap
~a'wide diteh ; but in so doing, 'his horse fell, and he was hur’
-to the ground. In an instant, another horse was offered him
- his aide-de-camp, ‘Captain Molesworth, while, ‘Colonel Bingfie
his equerry, heldthe stirrup. As the duke sprung to the sadd
~he uttered a -cry of horror. 'The colonel fel back, headless!
‘while ‘he himself was bespattered with blood aud brains. T!
«cannon-ball, which I aftersvards -dug out of'the bank, and brou;
away, had acted the part of the poor-colonel’s executioner.”
*Did you find the poor colonel’s head?” inquired Prod:
" who had turned extremely pale during the latter relation.

¢“‘No,” replied Scales,, ‘‘it was.blown, as we say, to.smasl

““Lord bless nes, how shockin’!” ejaculated Proddy, recru
_ing himself by-a prelonged pullat the mug.

“‘By way of changiug:the subject, I’ll singyou a song whicl
.mysedf composed .on these ‘hoots,” said the serjeant. And
forthwith commenaced the fellowing-ditty, aeecompanying the cho1
‘withia quick and appropriate movement of the brush: —

THE BOOTS OF MARLBROOK.

- Four marshals of France wow’d their menarch 1o guard,
Bragging BouFFLERS, vain ViLLARS, VILLEROY, and TALLARD;
‘Fhese four gasconaders in jest undertook )
Yo pull off the boots of the mighty MARLBROOK.

Brush — brush away!
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The field was first taken by BouwrLERs and.ViCLARS,
But though they were the chaffers, yet we were the millers;
BonN, Limsurca, and Huy, soon’our general topk, —
'T was not easy to pull off the boots of MARLBROOK.
Brush — brush away!
TALLARD next essayed with BAvaria’s Elector,
But.the latter turn’d out-an indifferent protector;
For he SCHELLENBERG lost, while at BLENnER1In both shook
In their shoes, at the sight of the boots of MARLBRoOK.
Brush — brushk away!
To RamiLiks next came the vaunting VILLEROY,
In his own esteemequal to Hector of Troy;
But he found like the rest that his man he mistook —
And fled at the sight of the boots of MARLBREOK.
Brush — brush away!
Then here ’s to the boots made of stout Eaglish leather,
Well soled, and well heel’'d, and right well put together!
He deserves not the name of a Briton, who 'd brook
A word ’gainst the fame of the boots of MARLBROOK.
Brush — brush away!
Of Gallia the dread, and of Europe the wonder,,
These boots, like their master, will never knock under;
We 'll bequeath 'em our sons, and our sons’ sons shall look
With pride and delight on the boots of MARLBROOK.
Brush — brush away!

“Brush — brush away!” chorusedProddy, breakmg his pipe
in his enthusiasm.

¢“Hangit!” cried the-serjeant, ‘I don’t know how it is, but
the thought o’ the duke’s goodness always brings the water to my
eyes. I wish you could see him visitin’ the wounded, as I'’vé so
often.seen him. He’s just as considerate to the enemy as to-his
ownmen. Or, ifyou could meet him making the rounds of the
camp at night. He's as free and easy, and as like —"

At this moment, a tall figure appeared at the door. Proddy.
looked round in dismay, and instantly slipped.off the chest.

“It ’s the victor of Ramilies himself,” whispered Scales.
¢“Stand at ease, comrade.”

1 am standin’ as easy as I can,” replied Proddy.

“Don’t disturb yourself,” said the duke, good-naturedly.
I ’ve a little commission for you, serjeant.”
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¢ Always ready to obey orders, general,” replied Scales,
standiong bold upright, and saluting.

““Who is this person?” asked Marlborough, regarding Proddy,
who was imitating the serjeant as well as he could. ‘I seem to
know him.”

““The queen’s coachman, Mr. Proddy, your grace,” replied
Scales.

““I thought I recollected the face. Her majesty has a good
servant in you, no doubt, Mr. Proddy?” observed the duke.

¢“None better, your grace, though I say it, who shouldn’t,”
rejoined Proddy.

“You know the Marquis de Guiscard, serjeant?” said the
duke, turning to him.

¢ Perfectly, general.”

¢And are acquainted with his residence?” pursued Marl-
borough.

¢No. 29, Pall Mall.”

¢“Good,” returned the duke. ‘Watch him, and let me know
where he goes to-day.”

¢ Any more commands, general?”

The duke replied in the negative.

¢“Your grace is probably aware that the marquis attempted to
carry off Miss Hill, in Saint James’s-street, yesterday?” observed
Proddy.

¢*Some such report reached me, certainly,” replied the duke,
carelessly; ‘but I believe it to be a mistake.”

‘It was no mistake, beggin’ your grace’s pardon,” replied
Proddy. I heard all partic’lars from parlies who saw what
happened. A country parson, Mr. Hyde, together with his wife
and daughter, are lodgin’ in the house of a gentleman of my ac-
* quaintance, Mr. Greg, and they told me what occurred.”

. ““That Greg is a clerk with Mr. Secretary Harley— ha?” cried
the duke, quickly.
¢‘Heis, your grace,” replied Proddy. -
¢Do you see much of him?” asked Marlborough.
At times, your grace. He comes to question me as to what
happens in the palace. And that ’s what has brought about our
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acquaintance. He ’s always very curious to know if her majesty
speaks of the Pretender.”

“Well, and what can you tell him?” asked the duke, with
apparent indifference.

“Little or nothin’, your grace,” replied Proddy. ‘‘Now and
then a word may reach me , — but that ’s all.”

‘*“You were saying last night, that you had promised to deliver
aletter from Mr. Greg to her majesty,” observed Scales.

“To her majesty!” exclaimed the duke, bending his brows.
“Does he dare —"

‘‘He has often entreated me to undertake the task for him,”
stammered Proddy; ‘‘and at last I consented.”

‘‘Have you got the letter?” asked the duke,

“Y —e—e—s,” rejoined the coachman.

‘“Give it me,” cried Marlborough.

‘Shall I search him, general?” asked Scales.

“No, it ain’t necessary, serjeant,” replied Proddy, producing
aletter from the crown of his cap, and delivering it to the duke.

‘“You may not be aware of the risk you have run,” observed
the duke, sternly. **This Gregis suspected of being an agent of
the Pretender’s, and is believed to be in communication with
M.Chamillard, the French secretary of state, for the purpose of re-
vealing the secrets of our cabinet. If this letter had bepn delivered,
You would probably have been hanged.”

‘“Spare me, your grace, spare me!” cried Proddy, trem-
Mmg from head to foot. ‘It was done in ignorance — in pure.
ignorance. The serjeant knows that I hate the Pretender and
Popery as I abominate Satan, and all his works, and am ready
% fight to the last gasp for the Protestant secession.”

‘‘Succession, you mean, Proddy,” whispered Scales.

‘No harm sball befal you if you are silent,” said Marlborough.

““I’H be as silent as the grave,” replied Proddy.

“Do nothing to alarm Greg,” pursued the duke, ‘‘for I
Suspect he is not the only person engaged in this treasonable de-
Sign, and it is necessary to secure all the guilty parties. You may
tell him with a safe conscience, that his letter shall be delivered to

¢ queen, for I myself will place it in her hands.”
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‘I will do whatever your grace commands me,” said the coach-
man, recovering a little from his terror.

‘“Enough,” replied the duke. ‘I will not fail to take your
devotion into account. Bat I must remind you, that the slightest
indiscretion will be fatal. Keep strict guard over your tongue,
You say that Greg has friends staying with him — a country parson
« and his wife. They must be watched.”

*“Nay, your grace, I could take my Bible oath’ they ’re no trai-
tors,” replied Proddy.

““You are easily imposed upon, I fear, my good man,” sald
the duke; ; ““but we shall see. Serjeant, come to me at two, and J*
report what you have seen of the marqais.” :

¢“Qdsbobs! now I think of it, the marquis is known to Greg,”
cried Proddy.- ¢“I've seen em together, and one Monsieur Claude
Baude, the Count de Briangon’s secretary.”

‘“Indeed,” exclaimed the duke, ¢ the plot thickens! Ser-
jeant, go with the coachman in the evening and try what you can
make of Greg. You understand what to do in the other matter.
Mr. Proddy, I must again impress upon you the absolute neces-
sity of caution.”

8o saying, he quitted tie room.

¢ Gracious me!” exclaimed Proddy, sinking upon the stool.
““What a fright I 've-been in, to be sure. A treasonable corre-

- spondence with the Pretender! A hangin’ affair. And poor in-
nocent I to be lugged into it without my knowledge. Oh lor!
ohlor!”

““Hush!” exclaimed the serjeant. ¢‘Recollect his grace’s cau-
tlon. Not a word of what you ’ve beard to a living soul. Don't
breathe it even to yourself, for you 're not to be trusted. But!
:mst now call Mr. Timperley, his grace’s valet, and send up his

oots.”
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CHAPTER VIII.

rtal defiance offered to Serjeant Scales by Monsieur lllppolyle
Bimbelot.
roots being delivered, . the serjeant next put on his hat and
d accompanied by Proddy, sallied forth to Pall Mall,
fter agreeing to meet in the evening to visit Greg, pur-
‘he orders they had received, the companions separated —
retaking himself to the palace, and the other directing his
rards No. 29. Scales was soon there, and by good luck,
lonsieur Hippolyte Bimbelot, the marquis’s valet, with
had some acquaintance, at the door, he entered into
don with him, and made himself so amusing, that he
«dily invited into the house. Monsieur Bimbelot had not
ed; and though the serjeant had consumed a couple of
f ramp-steaks some two hours before, he was easily pre-
on to take his place at table, and in the exhibition of his
ry powers far outdid his entertainer. The drumming,
and boot-cleaning had given him an appetite. - As to
* Bimbelot, he was far too fine a gentleman to eat much.
; of a chicken, the crumby part of a French roll, and a
»urdeaux, contented him, while the serjeant carved away
m, sliced the loaf, explored the unctuous recesses of a
rg pie, cracked the domes of a couple of eggs & la coque,
ook his head at the claret.
in Monsieur Bimbelot assured him that it was of an excel-
1ige, and that his master had imported it himself; — the
replied somewhat gruffly, that he never drank such
wch stuff, though he admitted that his anti-gallican pre-
lid not extend to an equal dislike of the brandy of that
At last, his views were completely met by a bottle of
which he lauded to the skies as a fine corroborative and
‘ner of the stomach.
ieur Bimbelot, like most of the fashionable valets of the
modelled himself upon his master. Like his master,
, he was a rake, .a gamester, and a beau; and in asmal\
ames’s. . %



\
66 -

way, an intrigant in politics. He wrote love-verses, execrable
enough, to be sure, halting in their feet, slightly erring in gram-
matical construction, and containing, like his discourse, a co-
mical admixture of French and English; affected to be a wit; lam-
pooned his companions; and retailed all the scandal of Saint
James's. He dressed gaily, that is, he wore his master’s cast-off
clothes; was nice in his perfumes; took Spanish snuff; covered
his face with patches; played ombre and picquet; and was great
in the galleries of the theatres. Monsieur Bimbelot was a little
man, but he possessed a tolerably good figure, of which he was
inordinately vain; his features resembled those of a balloon, with
an enormous mouth, frightfal projecting teeth, a clubbed nose,
and a complexion like brick-dust. He used, indeed, to observe
of himself, when standing before the glass to adjust his cravat, to
put on a pateh, or merely to contemplate his figure, ¢ Pas beau,
mais diablement gentil ! ”’

The serjeant was too much engrossed by the viands before him,
to talk, but he made an excellent listener, and Monsieur Bim-
belot rattled away about the play-houses, the coffee-houses, the
taverns, and the gaming-tables, and spoke with the greatest fa-
miliarity as well of actresses and orange-women, as of ladies of
the first rank and fashion. He was: especially eloquent on the
subject of the play~houses; and spoke critically of the merits of
Mrs. Bracegirdle and Mrs. Oldfield — those rival queens, —
deeiding in favour of the former, though he confessed she was
a little on the decline — Mrs, Barry, Betterton, Booth, Wilks,
Cibber, Verbruggen, and other stars of the then theatrical he-
misphere.

‘““You ’ve seen Madame Bracegirdle at de Haymarket, sans
doute, sergent,” he said. ‘‘You shake your head. Den let me
recommend you to lose no time in doing so. Ma foi! qu’elle est
charmante, delicieuse, ravissante. She play Estifania, in.¢Rule
a Wife and Have a Wife,” to-night, and Mrs. Barry, Margarita.
Don’t fail to go. Dere s Weeks, too, in de ‘Copper Capitaine.’
Je vous donne ma parole d’honneur que.vous serez enchantsé.
Apropos, sergent, your duke should see dat comedy, for dey say
itisall ‘rule a wife’ at Marlbrook House.”
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“No jesting about the duke, Mounseer Bambyloo,” said
Scales, sternly; ‘‘Idon’tallow it.”

‘“Pardon, mon cher sergent,” cried Bimbelot. ‘I have de
highest possible respect for Lady Marlbrook. C’est une dame
magnifique, superbe comme une reine, et adorable comme un
ange. If ever I commit de folly of marriage, Ishould wish to be
govern by my wife. Men are alvays-happy under vat you call de
petticoat government. Est ce que voas savez la raison de cela,
mon brave? Ce n’est pas clair, mais c’est indubitable.”

‘“If you wish me to digest my breakfast, you wont talk so
much French to me, Mounseer Bambyloo,” said Scales. ‘‘You
can speak English well enough, if you like.”

‘““You are ver good to say so, sergent,” replied the valet;
‘“but I talk so much to my master, datI quite lese my English.”

‘I say, Bambyloo, what sort of master.do you find the mar-
quis?” asked Scales.

¢“Qh, ver good!” replied the valet, ‘‘suit me exactly, orI’d
dissharshe him. Sacrebleu! c’est un excellent maltre; pas trop
riche; mais follement prodigue, et exeessivement généreux quand
il gagne, ce que fait la fortune d’un valet. No, sergent, I have
no reason to be dissatisfy wid de marquis. Shall I tell you a
seeret? Il va se marier.”

¢“Curse thatlingo!” cried the serjeant. ¢‘Talk English, can’t
you! Who ’s he going to marry?”

¢«“Jurez moi que vous tiendrex le secret, sergent, sije vousle
dis,” said Bimbelot, mysteriously.

¢¢Swords and bayonets! I shall lose all patience,” cried Scales.
¢«Is the lady rich?”

¢‘Mais non,” answered Bimbelot.

¢ Young?”

¢¢Pas trop — un peu avancée.”

‘‘Handsome?”

¢¢ Mais non — selon mon gout.”

¢¢Neither young, rich, nor handsome,” eried Scales. ‘‘Then
what. the devil does he marry her for?”

¢“Ay, dere it is, sergent,” returned Bimbelot. ‘Il a un
motif — un trés bon motif. Je vous conjure d'dtre secret. Tesn

B*
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la favorite de la reine — la nouvelle favorite, sergent. Qu’en
peasez vous de cela?”

«Think of it?” cried Scales — ‘I don’t know what to think of
it! What between your gibberish and the news, I’m fairly be-
wildered.”

*“You 'l see some shanges, by by, dat vill astonish you more,
sergent,” rejoined Bimbelot. ¢On my master’s return from de
ball at de palace, last night, he tell me dat Mademoiselle Hill has
accept him, and order me to call him at eleven — . instead of
twelve, his usual hour — dis morning, as he have to attend
Mr. Harley, de lady’s cousin, pour arranger les fiancailles.”

¢ Arrange the devil!”’ cried the serjeant, angrily. ‘I don't
believe a word of it.”

‘Comment donc — est-ce que vous me doutez, sergent?”
cried the valet, angrily. ¢‘Am I to understand dat my veracity is
question, sare?”

‘I don’t doubt you, Bamby,” replied Scales, ‘‘but I do your
master. Miss Hill will never marry a cursed Frenchman.”

‘“Ah, sacré nom! c’est trop fort,” cried the valet, starting
up, and gesticulating with fury. ‘I am a Frenchman, sare, as
vell as my master, and my master’s honour is dear to me as my
own. Il faut que le sang coule — you shall lend me satisfaction
for dis insult, sergent.”

¢“Whenever you please, Bamby,” replied Scales, coolly.

“Pas Bamby — Bambilot, sare — Monsieur Bambilot,” re-
joined the valet, slapping his breast with dignity. **Nous battrons
donc demain matin au point du jour, dans Hyde Park, avec
des épées?”

““Good, Bamby,” replied the imperturbable serjeant.

‘““Nous aurons des témoins,” pursued Bimbelot. I shall
bring a second wid me. You had better arrange your worldly fair,
sergent, for I shall certainly cut your throat, unless you choose
to apologize.”

I must take my chance of that, Bamby,” rejoined Scales;
““but I am not in the habit of eating my words, whatever your coun-
trymen may be. But with your permission, now that the meeting
isarranged, 1’ll finish the bottle.”
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¢Ah, oui, je vous prie,” replied Bimbelot, instantly re-
suming his former politeness. ¢ Vous trouvez ce vin bon, ser-
gent?”

¢“Excellent!” replied Scales. ‘‘Your health, Bamby.”

¢“Mille remercimens,” cried the valet. ‘May you live a
tousand year — dat is, if I don’t keell you to-morrow.”

The serjeant acknowledged the compliment, and emptying the
bottle into a tumbler, drained it at a draught. He then rose to
depart. :

¢¢Je vous prierais de rester, et de prendre une autre bouteille,”
said Bimbelot, ‘‘mais j'ai entendu sonner la sonnette de mon
maftre. Laissez moi vous conduire a la porte. Adieu, mon
sergent. A demain.”

““Count on me, Bamby,” replied Scales. And with cere-
monious bows on either side, the serjeant took his departure.

Before going home, however, he wished to satisfy himself that
the intelligence he had picked up was correct, and accordingly,
he loitered about Pall Mall for nearly an hour, with his eye on the
door of No. 29, until, ata little before twelve, the marquis came
forth, and proceeded towards Saint James’s Square. Scales fol-
lowed him at a cautious distance, saw him enter a house on the
north side of the square, which he knew to be Harley’s residence,
and comvinced from this that he had not been deceived, he re-
turned to Marlborough House.

CHAPTER IX.

The Secretary’s levee.

THE Marquis de Guiscard, though he expected to be instantly
admitted, was ushered into an ante-room, where several persons
were seated, awaiting, like himself, an audience of the secretary.
Among them were three individuals, with whose faces he was
familiar, having noticed them among the crowd of spectators in
Saint James’s Street, on the morning of the drawing-room, just
before his own unsuccessful attempt to obtain an interview with
Abigail Hill. These were Parson Hyde, his wife and daughter.
Angelica’s freshuess and beauty had attracted Guiscard’s a\enthon
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when he first beheld her, but he was too mueh occupied by his
project then to bestow more than a thought upen her; but now
that he beheld her under different circumstances, he wondered he
had not been more struck by her. Angelica was plainly ard mo-
destly, yet not unbecomingly attired in a flat low-crowned bonnet,
with large brims, which sat on the top of her head, and which,
while it shaded her face, displayed very charmingly her laxuriant
auburn hair, gathered in a cluster of ringlets behind. A scarlet
silk petticoat, seen through a white calico dress, which was tucked
up at the side; boddice of the same colour as the petticoat; a
white muslin apron; long white silk mittens, that came up nearly
to the elbow, and high-heeled shoes, which suited her little feet
to perfection, formed the sum of her dress. Her mother , ‘who,
it has before been mentioned, had not lost her comeliness, wore
a black silk gown, a little faded, a furbelowed scarf, and ruffles,
a spotted hood, and laced clogs.

Parson Hyde was conversing with a brother divine, whose
rank in the church was higher than his own, as was evident from
his attire, as well as from the doctor’s hat which he held upon his
knee. The features of the latter were handsome and prepossess-
ing, his complexion sanguine, and his figure portly and com-
manding. He looked hard at Guiscard as he entered, and returned
the marquis’s supercilious glance with a frown, and then continued
his conversation with Hyde, by whom he was addressed as Doctor
Sacheverell.

Soon after this, and while the marquis was ogling the pretty
Angelica, who, finding herself the object of his regard, flustered Y
and blushed, looked this way and that, giggled to her mother,
and crumpled up her apron between her fingers, in her agitation,
the inner door was opened, and amid loud peals of laughter two
persons came forth from it. An usher at the same time stepped
up to Guiscard, and told him that Mr. Harley was disengaged;
upon which the marquis, kissing his hand to Angelica, and cour-
teously saluting the new-comers, passed into the ianer chamber.

The foremost of the persons who had just quitted the secre~
tary, and considerably the younger of the two, was a very distin-
guished-looking man indeed. 1In stature he was above the middle
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height, and his figure, though slight almost to effeminacy, was
admirably propertioned. His features corresponded with bis
form, and were singularly beautiful and delicate, with a brow
smeooth and white as Parian marble, a slightly-rising but finely-
chiselled nose, a curled and quivering lip, and a classically-
meoulded chin. His eyes were large and dark, and as full of fire
and softnesd as a woman’s. An indescribable grace pervaded his
slightest actions; his depertment was noble, though somewhat
reckless; and but for a slight sneering air, and a certain libertine
expression, his countenance could have been eminently pleasing.
Indeed, it is but fair to say, that.this expression was not habitual
to it, and that there were oceasions, and not unfrequent occasions
either, when the sneer and the licentious glance were exchanged
for quick and earnest sensibility, and for the loftiest and most
impassioned look and demeanour. His age was under thirty, but
such was the youthfulness of his aspect and figure, that it might
have been guessed at three or four and twenty. He was dressed
in the extremity of the fashion, and wore a light blue velvet coat
with immense cuffs, richly embroidered with silver, amber-
coloured stockings, crimson leather shoes, fastened with diamond
buckles, and a diamond-hilted sword, with a long silken tassel
dangling from the handle. His cravat was of peiunt-lace, and his
hands were almost hidden by exaggerated ruffles of the same
material. His hat was laced with silver, and feathered at the
edges, and he wore his own brown hair in ringlets of some eighteen
or twenty inches in length, and tied behind with a long streaming
red ribbon — a mede which he had himself introduced. His
bandkerchief which he carried in his hand, and occasionally
applied to his lips as he spoke, was strongly perfumed, and he
diffused an odour reund him as he walked, as if he had just risen
from a bath of flowers. Such was the statesman, the orator, the
poet, the philosopher, the wit, the beau, the sybarite, the all-
accomplished Henry Saint-John, her majesty’s secretary-at-war.

His companion, whom he familiarly called Mat, and who was
1o other than the eminent poet, Matthew Prior, was a thin, rather
-hollow-cheeked, dark-cemplexioned man, the natural swarthiness
of his skin being deepened by the extreme blackness of his heard.

\
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His features were sharp and somewhat prominent, and his eyes
dark and yellowed in the ball by an attack of jaundice, but very
brilliant and intelligent, and glistening with fun and good-humour.
His mouth had rather a caustic expression; but there was great
jocularity and freedom in his manner, and the tones of his ringing
and laughing voice fell pleasantly on the ear. His age was forty-
two, but he looked fifty. He had lost his situation of under-
secretary of state, but was one of the commissioners of trade, and
sat in parliament as member for East Grinstead. He was plainly
attired in a black ridiog suit, with boots, wig, and hat to match,
and carried a whip in his hand.

After chatting together for a few minutes, the pair were about
to quit the room, when Saint-John chanced to notice Sacheverel,
and instantly stopped.

¢« Ah, doctor,” he cried, ‘‘I am delighted to see you. I have
to congratulate you, and the church at the same time, on your
recent nomination to the rectorship of Saint Saviour’s. To my
shame be it spoken, I have not yet been to hear you. — What
are you laughing at, Mat, you rogue? — But I am told that the
sermons you have recently delivered there have been uncommonly
powerful.”

‘¢ Poppy-juice not more so, — they are undoubted soporifics,”
whispered Prior.

¢“Ah, Mr. Saint-John, you do me too much honour,” said
Sacheverell, bowing; ¢‘this praise from you is as gratifying as
unexpected.”

¢TIt is richly merited, atall events, my dear doctor,” replied
Saint-Jobn. ¢‘The effect of your sermons has already been felt i
quarters where you would most desire it.”

“‘Yes, because he has seasoned them strongly with politics,”
whispered Prior. ¢‘Personality is their chief merit.”

Saint-John nudged his friend to be quiet, while Sacheverell
bowed to the ground. .

‘*“The high church party owes you much, doctor,” pursued
Saint-John, ‘‘and I will venture to say will not prove ungrateful.”

¢ Let the Whigs bribe him with a bishopric, and he will preach
up non-conformity or any other formity,” whispered Prior.




73

¢¢You attach more importance to my humble services than they
merit, Mr. Saint-John,” said Sacheverell; ¢ but believing that I
may do good, I'shall persevere in the course I have begun. What I
want in ability I shall make up in zeal, and I shall shrink from no
menaces, as I would stoop to no corrupt rewards, though both,
1 do not hesitate to say, have been held out to me by the party in
power.”

¢“What! can’t you take a hint, Harry?” whispered Prior.
¢« Offer him Lincoln or Chester at once.”

¢*I shall go on I say, Sir, undeterred,” pursued Sacheverell;
¢and I make no doubt I shall in time rouse the lukewarm amoung
the labourers at the vineyard to greater exertion. It is needed:
for now, if it has ever been, the Church of England is in danger.
You smile, Mr. Prior, but the subject is not one to be treated with
levity. I repeat, the Church is in danger. AnditisacryIwill
raise till it is echoed from every part of the country — till it shakes
the present ministry from their places.”

¢¢’Sdeath! if he can do that he will richly deserve a mitre,”
whispered Prior. ‘I begin to think the fellow may prove useful.
He is not deficient in energy.”

«Excellent, doctor — excellent!” cried Saint-John, trying
to drown his friend’s remarks by the loudness of his applause.
¢ The church bas a staunch champion in you.”

“Too much toleration has been shown its enemies, and its
friends have too feebly supported it,” cried Sacheverell, warming
as he spoke. “I will wage war against the non-conformists —
war to extermination, Mr. Saint-John.”

‘¢ Rekindle the fires at Smithfield,” whispered Prior.

¢« Any support we can render you, doctor, shall not be want-
ing, I assure you,” said Saint-John, with affected ardour. *‘You
had better explain your views fully to Mr. Harley.” .

«1 bave come with that intention, Sir,” replied Sacheverell,
‘“and from the message I have received from the secretary, I have
no doubt he will co-operate with me. Mr. Harley is a true friend
of the church.”

¢« He is a true friend to himself,” said Prior, balfaside; ‘‘and
his religion is self-advancement; but if he belongs to any sect it
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is to that of the dissenters. However, to uphold the high church

suits his present game, and he eould not be addressed at a more !

favourable moment.” ‘
¢ What is that you are saying, Mr. Prior?” asked Sacheverell.

I was merely observing, docter, that Mr. Harley will be glad
of an ally like yourself and will support you through thick and
thin,” replied Prior.

«J am in right earnest in the cause, Mr. Prior,” said Sache-
verell, ‘‘and am prepared to undergo martyrdom for my opinioss,
if need be.”

*“We will hope you will enly undergo translation — to a better
see, doctor,” replied Prior, in a slightly sarcastic tone.

Saint-Jobn hastened to interpose; but at this moment the
inner door again opened, and Guiscard, with a radiant couate-
nance, emerged from it. At the same time, the usher informed
Sacheverell that he conld haye an audience of the secretary. The
doctor took a ceremonious leave of Saint-John and Prior, andas
soon as the door had elosed upon him, the pair, wholly regard-
less of those around them, burst into a loud fit of laughter.

¢Capital!” exclaimed Saint-John. ¢If the church is saved
by Sacheverell, he will deserve canonizing, at the least.”

“If the Whig ministry are expelled by him, he shall be made
Archbishop of Canterbury, if I have any voice in the matter,”
rejoiaed Prior.

‘“You are laughing at Doctor Sacheverell, gentiemen,” said
Guiscard, approaching them; ‘‘but let me tell you he dees not
deserve your ridicule. He is not to be despised, as you will see.
The fire islow, but he wil blow it into lame.”

‘“‘Like a pair of bellows,” said Prior; *‘the implements are
homely but indispensable.”

¢¢Guiscard is right, I believe,” said Saint-John, seriously. *By-
the-bye, marquis, I ought to congratulate you. You are likely, it
seems, to marry the queen’s mew faveurite. We shail -have t
solicit places from you next, eh?”

“And not in vain, Mr. Saint-John, if I have any ¢o bestow,”
replied Guiscard, eondescendingly. ¢ There is no one who would
lead an administratien more brilliantly than yourself.”
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«Oh, marquis!”

«True, ’pon my honeur.”

¢« If I might venture to prefer a claim,” said Prior, ¢ that of a
humble poet —” .

¢The only claim Mr. Prior need make,” replied the marquis,
¢and in itself sufficient to ensure my best exertions in his behalf.
But he has other, though not better claims, to which he maynot
attach sufficient importance, but which, nevertheless, must be
taken into consideration; I mean his talents as a statesman. For
aman of Mr. Prior’s ability, an under-secretaryship would be in-
adequate. He must be secretary of state.” .

¢<Oh, marquis!” exclaimed the poet. But he added $o him-
self, ‘““’Pon my soul, he is a man of discernment, and deserves
to succeed.”

Remarking the mock attention paid to the marquis, Parson
Hyde thought it incumbent upon bim to get up and make hima
low bow.

‘X had the honour of seeing you yesterday, when yon stopped
Miss Hill in St. James's-street, marquis,” he said. ‘I little
imagined it wouid lead to this result. In fact I thought the lady
very much averse to your attentions.”

“A little more experience of the world, reveread 8ir, would
have taught you that a lady’s opinion is as changeable as her dress,”
replied Guiscard.

I am fully aware of that, marquis,” replied Hyde, with a
glance at his wife, ‘‘and I am glad the wind has shifted in your
favour. Since you are likely to have so much to hestow, let me
solicit some slight preferment for myself. I have a liviag in Essex,
but it only brings me in forty pouads a-year.”

‘“You may be sure of my interest, if only for the sake of your
pretty daughter, my reverend friend,” replied Guiscard, darting
a tender look at Angelica.

¢“Fore gad, a remarkably pretty girl,” said Prior, whose atten-
tion was thus called to the parson’s daughter. ¢ Look at her,
Harry. She’s almost as beautiful as my Chloe.”

““Troth is she,” replied Saint-John. ¢ You are come to esk
preferment from Mr. Harley, eh, parson?”
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I am, Sir,” replied Hyde. ‘ Understanding from 1
Mr. Greg, that his chaplain has just left him, I have co
the place.”

*“Mr. Harley has a chaplain for every day in the we
Prior, ‘“‘and confers with each in turn. Thus, on £
takes the established church; on Monday, the presbyt
Tuesday, the Roman; on Wednesday, the quaker
throughout the week.”

‘“You amaze me, Sir,” cried Hyde. -

¢¢It’s true, Iassure you,” replied Prior.

If you fail with Harley, come to me,” said Bolingh:
have no chaplain at present.”

¢Allow me to present to you the Right Honoura
Saint-John, secretary-at-war,” said Prior to the parson.

¢“You lay me under everlasting obligation, Sir,” rejoi
with a respectful bow to Saint-John.

¢“No such thing, my good Sir,” replied the latter, *
gation will be on my side. These are your two daughte
sume,” he added, advancing towards them.

‘‘Lord bless you, no Sir!” cried the elderly lady. *
Hyde, and this is my daughter, Angelica.”

¢ certainly took you for her sister, Madam,” repl
John. ‘“Why, you’re not afraid of me, surely, tha
away your head, my pretty Angelica?”’ he added to her.
cat you.”

*I’m not so sure of that, Sir,” she replied. ‘‘Mr.
you were a terrible rake, ald mother says that rakes ar
roaring lions.”

*“Oh, Mr. Greg called me a rake, did he?” cried S:
forcing a laugh — ¢“ha! ha! Mr. Greg is a facetious fe
was amusing himself at my expense — ha! ha! Here’s
Mr. Prior, the first poet of the age, as well as the greates
will tell you a very different tale. How say you, Mat, d¢
to be called a rake, eh?” :

¢‘Certainly not, Harry, any more than the great.
deserves to be so characterized,” replied Prior. *¢ Whoey
calumaniated you shamefully.”
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“X begin to think so too,” said Angelica, in an under-tone to
ber mother. ‘‘He ’s a pure handsome gentleman, and doesn’t look
a bit as if he could do one a mischief.”

*“That he doesn’t,” replied her mother. ¢ Mr. Greg must be
quite out in his reckoning. It’s quite clear the gentleman ’s no rake,
for he doesn’t know aun old woman from a young one.”

¢“That decides it,” said Angelica.

“I see you have altered your opinion of me, Angelica,”
<bserved Saint-John. ¢ You'’ll find, when you know me better,
that I ’'m the modestest man breathing. If I have a fault, itison
that side.”

‘I would trust myself wnth him, though he does think me so
young, without hesitation,” said Mrs. Hyde.

““So you might, and without the slightest apprehension,”
remarked Prior, aside.

“Well, my pretty Angelica, I must now wish you good day,”
said Saint-John, ‘‘for I have business that calls me hence. But
be assured, he added,” lowering his tone, ¢ that I shall not
lose sight of you. Your charms have produced a deep effect
upon me.” .

Angelica coloured to the temples, and cast down her cyes.

¢ Good morning to you, Madam,” pursued Saint-John, turning
to Mrs. Hyde. ‘‘Even after the assurance I have received, I can
scarcely believe you to be Angelica’s mother. You must have
married preposterously early. Mr. Hyde, your humble servant.
You wont forget my promise, in case you fail with Mr. Harley.”

¢I shall not neglect to remind you of it, 8ir,” replied the
parson, bowing.

And kissing his hand to Angelica, Saint-John quitted the room
with Prior and the Marquis.

¢“What did he say to you at parting, my dear?” inquired Mrs.
Hyde of her daughter.

¢ Only how much he was struck by your extremc youthfulness,
mother,” replied Angelica.

‘“Well, it's very curious,” simpered Mrs. Hyde. ‘I never
heard anybody say I looked so young before, — not even your
father. But here comes Docter Sacheverell. Now we shallhane
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an audience of Mr. Harley. I'almost hope the chaplaincy may be
given away, for then we shall go to Mir. Saint-John.”

Angelica looked as if she quite coimcided with her in opinion,
and the usher advanced to conduct them to his master.

CHAPTER X.
Harley’s seoret interview with the Queen.

HARLEY, as may by supposed, was true to his appointment
with Abigail. No communication had passed between them since
the ball, but a eleven o’clock, wrapped in a roquelaure, he tracked
the garden wall of the palace fronting Saint James’s Park, wuntil he
came to a door. Scareely had he reached it, when it was opened,
by Abigail herself, it seemed — but the night was too dark to allow
him to distinguish clearly — and he was admitted into the garden.
Not a word was said, but his condactress hurried along a walk, it
the direction of the palace, and he followed her at the same quick
pace. She presently entered a. door, and after he had passed
through it, closed and fastened it neiselessly, and traversinga
passage, ascended a staircase, which brought them to a roem,
where there was a light.

I am almost frightened at what I have done,” said Abigail,
sinking into a chair; ¢‘for though I know I am only serving the
queen, yeta clandestine interview, and especiaily at such an hour
as this, is not at all to my taste.”

¢ There is nothing to be alarmed at,” replied Harley, divesting
himself of his roquelaure, and showing that he was in a fall-dress
suit of rich brown velvet. ‘If anybody need be alarmed,” he
added, adjusting his point-lace cravat before a glass, and arran-
ging his peruke, which had got a little disordered in the walk, “it
is myself.”

“You don’t exhibit much uneasiness,” observed Abigail,
laughing.

““Truth is, I feel none,” replied Harley; ‘‘and my only sen-
timent is that of gfatitude to you.”

‘A minister never remembers a favour, they say,” rejoined
Abigail,
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¢ That may hold good with others, bat not with me — at Jeast,
in your instance,” returned Harley. ‘‘But may I ask, sweet coz,
if you are still in the same mind with respect to young Mashami?”

‘X don’t know,” replied Abigail, carelessly. ¢‘Have you seen-

him to-day?”

¢«J have not,” returned Harley; ‘but I have seen the Marquis
de Guiscard.”

«The odious wretch!” cried Abigail.

¢Then you don’t love him!” said Harley, in affected amaze--

ment.
¢ I'can’t abide him,” cried Abigail.

‘¢ You have persuaded him to the contrary,” said Harley.

‘“ You know my motive,” replied Abigail. ‘X was vexed with
Masham, and resolved to pigue him.”

¢ And you have succeeded so well, thatI fear you have got rid
of him altogether,” said Harley.

‘“Not s0, cousin,” rejoined Abigail.. ‘I shall have him at my
feet to-morrow.” .

*“You are very confident,” said Harley, ‘‘so confident, thatI
presume you kave heard from him?”

*“Not a word — not a line,” she replied. ‘‘Harkee, cousin, we
must understand each other. As yet, I have made no compact
with y#u. It is through me you are about to see the queen; but
if you hope to repeat the visit, you must aid me in my plans re-
specting Masham. I have said that I expeet to have him at my
feet to-morrow. It must be your business to place him there.”

¢ But, cousin —"

“No buts,” interrupted Abigail, peremptorily. My will
must be obeyed, or there are no more private interviews with her
majesty for you. I don’t say-that I will forgive Mr. Masham. I
don’t say that I mean ultimately to accept him — but I long to
humble him — to torment him — to — in short, here he must be,
at these feet to-morrow, full of penitence and affection.”

I will do my best, cousin, but—"

*Your best will not do,” cried Abigail. ‘It must be, Itell
you, or you don’t see the queen now. I’m resolute, as you will
find.”
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““Well, then, I give you my word it shall be,” replied Harley. 4
«Will that content you?” ’ ’ . 1
“Perfectly,” replied Abigail; ‘‘and now follow me. The §
queen awaits us.”
So saying, she led the way along a narrow corridor, and enter- §
ing an ante-chamber, proceeded to a door at the further end ofit,
against which she tapped gently, and was bidden by a sweet voice
to come in. The next moment, she and her companion found f
themselves in the presence of the queen.

Anne was seated in an armed-chair, with a velvet footstool be-
fore her, and was attired in a white satin dress trimmed with the
richest lace. She wore the blue riband across her shoulder, and !
a star upon her breast. The room in which she sat was a small
closet, well adapted for an interview like the present, and was
somewhat scantily furnished, containing no other chair except that
occupied by her majesty. A few pictures were hung against the §
walls, amongst the conspicuous of which was a portrait of Prince
George of Denark.

<] have most ardently desired this interview, Madam,” said |
Harley, advancing towards the queen, and, making a profound
obedience to her, ‘‘because though my feelings of loyalty and de-
votion have for some time prompted me to address your majesty on
a subject nearest my heart, yet the occasion for a full explaflation

.has hitherto been wanting. I can now speak out, if I have your
majesty’s gracious permission to do so.” )

‘1 am well satisfied of your loyalty and devotion, Mr. Harley,
and would gladly bear what you have to say,” replied Anne.

‘“In a word, then, Madam,” said Harley, ‘‘it is with inex-
pressible concern that I regard your present situation. Forgive
me if I speak boldly, but it will little avail if I do not utter the
truth; and at every hazard I will do so. The kindness of your na-
ture has been abused by a violent and ambitious lady on whom you
have bestowed your regard, to such an extent that Jou are no
longer sole mistress of your kingdom.”

‘“This is indeed bold language , Sir,” said Anne, tapping her
fan — a gesture habitual to her when displeased.

““I see I give offence, Madam,” pursued Harley; ‘but I
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mtreat you to bear with me. My language can scarcely be too
Rrong, when the Duchess of Marlborough proclaims everywhere
hat you can do nothing without her.”

«“Ah! doessheso?” cried Anne, tapping her fan more impn—
liently than before. ‘It is time she were silenced.”

““In good truth itis, Madam,” said Harley, ‘“both for your
swn sake, and for the welfnre of the country, which suffers grie~
sously from the oppression of this rapacious dame, who notwith-
standing the numberless favours you have bestowed upon her,
somplains of being inadequately rewarded.”

“I knew she was ungrateful, but I did not believe to such an
extent as this,” cried the queen, angrily.

*“But what I and all your majesty’s loyal subjects chiefly com-
plain of,” pursued Harley, ¢‘is, that the imperious duchess, by
her menaces, forces you into actions which you yourself disap-
prove, and which are eminently prejudicial to the interests of the
country. On this ground, if on no other, I would urge her dis-
missal.”

I will think about it, Sir,” replied Anne, irresolutely. ‘At
all events, it cannot be now.”

“If pot now, Madam, it will never be,” said Harley, earnestly.
E¢L pray you pardon me, and attribute my importunity to my zeal.
¥ you wduld indeed be a queen, the duchess must go. She stands
Between you and your nobles — between you and your parliaments
»— between you and your people. Far be it from me to adopt a
eourse of conduct which I so strongly deprecate in this violent
lady. Far be it from me to hold out threats. But my duty to your
majesty requires that I should tell you plainly, that if you do not
xid yourself of the duchess, you will rueit. You feel the annoy-
Bnce occasioned by her imperious temper, but you cannot under-
Btand the mischief she does you.”

‘““You are mistaken, Sir. I cancomprehend it, and I deplore
it,” replied Anne. ¢“Oh, if I could remove her easlly' But the
ecene will be terrible.”

““Not if you will deign to follow my councils, Madam,” said
Harley. I have already expressed, through Ablgml my will-
ingness to undertake the task of your liberation, and { hane dxawa

Saint Jumes's. [\



up a plan which I will now submit to you. Ifthis is exac!
Jowed,” he added, unfolding a piece of paper, *‘the duche
save your majesty the trouble of dismissal, for she hersel
relire.”

¢“Let me hear it,” cried the queen. ‘“Ah!” she add
alarm, as the noise of a key turning in a lock was heard,
eret door! ’tis she!”

¢ Confusion!” exclaimed Bnley, crushing the paper
hand.

And as the exclamation was uttered, a small side-do
thrown open, and the duchess burst into the room.

“80,” she exclaimed, ‘‘you ars here, Mr. Harley.
not believe it, but I find it true. Knaves will dare anything.
majesty does well to give secret audience to this double~
trickster.”

CHAPTER XI.

In which it is shewn that the Duchess ot Marlborough had not .
lost her influence over the Queen.

ArTER enjoying for a few seconds the confusion into wh
party was thrown by her sudden and unexpected appearane:
darting a scornful and indignant glance at Harley, the Due
Marlborough advanced towards the queen, and said inat
deep reproach, “Is it come to this, Madam? Are my lo:
faithful services to be thus rewarded?”

¢What mean you, duchess?” demanded Anne, vain
deavouring to hide her embarrassment.

“Do not affect ignorance, Madam,” replied the dt

- contemptuously. ¢¢It will not avail you. I know how, :

I -

whom Mr. Harley was brought here, and why. The sche:
worthy of him — worthy of his hypocritical ally; but unv
most unworthy of you. What must the object of the intervi
that requires to be clandestinely conducted? What mus
when the Queen of England blushes — ay, blushes — to
tected in it!”

¢ No more of this, duchess!” exclaimed Anne, angril;



¢“Nay, I will spesk out, Madam,” returnéd the other; “if
they are the last words I shall ever utter to you. I will show you
how much you bhave been deceived by this double-dealing, insi-
dious fellow, who stands abashed in my presence, though he
dared just now to lift up his head leftily enough in yours. This
miserable turncoat, I say, who now comes to you, would have
been glad to make any terms with me. But I rejected his proffer
with disdain. I would not use him even as atool. In revenge,
he has recourse to the vilest stratagems, and having reached your
majesty by means which only Ae, or some one equally base, would
resort to, pours his poisen in your ear, which luckily proves as
innocuous as it was malignantly and murtherously intended. Let
him deny this if he can.”
‘I do deny it,” replied Harley, who by this time had fully
_ recovered his composure; ‘‘most unequivocally deny it. Your
majesty has now heard the duchess out, and I could not desire a
better advocate for my cause than she has proved. Setting aside
her false and frivolous charges against myself, which I utterly
repudiate and contemn, I would ask your majesty whether my
complaint is not fully borne out by her present behaviour? 1Is her
i language towards you that of a subject? Is her tone that of a
* subject? Isher deportment that of a subjeet? What warrant has
* ghe for this intrusion? 1t is not for the Duchess of Marlborough
. to dictate to your majesty whom you shall receive, and at what
hour you shall receive them. Neither is it for the duchess to
! thrust herself unasked into your secret conferences. If she knew
Y was here, and with your gracious permission, she should have
earefully kept away. Bat I rejoice that she has ceme. Xrejoice
0 be enabled to meet her face to face before your majesty, to tell
‘her that she is wanting in gratitude and respect towards you, and
10 repeat my flat contradiction to her assertion, which I defy her
1o prove, that I have made any proposal to her.”
““You lie,” cried the duchess, transported beyond all bounds,
and striking him in the face with her fan.
¢““Duchess, you forget yourself,” interposed the queen quickly,
bat with dignity. '
«X must crave your majesty’s permission to retire,” said
(X3
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Harley, almost white with constrained passion. T}
tongue is sharp enough, as you have heard; but wi
ploys weapons which I cannot use, the contest is too
be carried on further.”

¢<] pray you remain, 8Sir,” said Anne, beseechi
if the duchess has any desire to please me, she will as
don for her violence.”

I am sorry to disobey you, Madam,” replied tl
¢:but till Mr. Harley retracts the falsehood he has utte
do no such thing. Ask his pardon, forsooth! Not 1
bear the blow as well as he can. He has borne as mu
1’1l warrant, and in silence. But I have yet a word m:
His presence at this clandestine interview, and the
used towards your majesty, constitute a direct bre:
towards the cabinet to which he belongs; and no
alternative remains to him, but to retire from it.”

«<I shall take leave to hold my post in defiance of
aslong as I can be serviceable to her majesty,” replie(

¢ Precisely what might be expected from you, Sir
duchess; ¢‘but your dismissal will follow, neverthele

““ Your grace’s may possibly precede it,” retorted

¢“An end must be put to this altercation,” interg
peremptorily. )

¢ I crave your majesty’s pardon for the share I hav:
pelled to take in it,” rejoined Harley; ‘‘and if I ven
long it for a few moments, itis because I think some
absolutely necessary after the scandalous remarks of t
‘Whether I adopted unfair means to reach your majest
know; but if I have not proceeded more directly, itk
cause you are so surrounded by the duchess’s creature:
a course must have been unsuccessful. Of the mann
this system of espionage is carried on by the duchess
jesty can form an idea from the fact that the private in
,c'ondescended to grant me to-night, has been disclc
And now, Madam, with your gracious permission,
‘ceed with what I was saying when this interruption occ
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.yourself have admitted an anxiety to shake off the yoke which your
.t0o confiding nature has imposed upon you.”
¢ This cannot be true, Madam?” cried the duchess. ¢ Give
him the lie — give him the lie.”
¢« Her majesty’s silence is sufficent answer,” replied Harley.
“Does not your grace perceive that by your overweening pride —
by your violence, and by your rapacity, you have alienated the
.affections of a too-indulgent mistress. Nothing but the good-na-
ture upon which you have presumed has enabled you to retain your
place. ButI tell you in the queen’s presence, and in her voice,
that it is her wish — her command that you should retire from it.”
‘““Ha!” exclaimed the duchess, with a roar like that of a
lioness.
«Mr. Harley, you go too far,” said the queen, much alarmed.
‘“No, your majesty,” replied Harley, ‘I will take all upon
my head. I will tell this imperious woman that her reign is over
— that you are determined to emancipate yourself from her thral-
dom — and to be the great queen you ought to be, and are. A
moment’s resolution will do it. The step is taken. The scene
you dreaded has occurred. Bid her leave the room, and surrender
her places, and you are indeed mistress of your kingdom. Bid
her go.”
““That word will never be pronounced by the queen, Sir,”
said the duchess, undauntedly.
¢ Your majesty’s freedom hangs on a breath,
.Abigail. ¢ Recollect how much you have suffered.”
¢«¢Duchess,” said the queen in a voice of emotion, ‘I must—""
¢Before you proceed, Madam,” interrupted the duchess,
¢¢]et me have a word. I will not wrong myself by any comparison
with the persons I have found in your presence. Ihold them as
nothing, except so far as your majesty deigns to make them of
importance. I will not remind you how unceasingly my energies
have been devoted to your service— how, ever since you mounted
the throne, I have had but one thought — the advancement of
your glory —”
¢ With an occasional bye-reflection as to your own aggran-
dizement,” remarked Harley, sarcastically.

»

whispered



Y will not remind you of my great husband’s services in th
field and in the state,” pursued the duchess, disregarding th
remark; ‘‘but I will confine myself to the friendship with whict
X have been honoured for many — many years, and which refers
not to public, but to domestic affairs. Our secret feelings haw
been interchanged — our joys, our afflictions have been shared
We have each mourned — mourned in concert — a son lost
Love made us equals. Mrs. Freeman and Mrs. Morley were ontt
dear to each other — very — very dear.”

¢ They were — they were,” said Anne, much moved.

<< And shall it all be forgotten?” asked the duchess.

¢t is Mrs. Freeman’s own fault,” replied the queen. ¢Sk
has driven her friend to it.”

¢« She will make any atonement her friend pleases," said th
duchess, pemtentinlly; ‘‘nay, more, she will promise not 4
offend again.” -

¢¢Is it possible! " cried Anne, «¢if such were really the case~

¢“Such really s the case,” replied the duchess, throwing her
self at the queen’s feet, who instantly raised ller, and embracel
her affectionately.

¢“Dear Mrs. Freeman,” exclaimed Anne.

¢ Dearest Mrs. Morley,” cried the dachess.

¢« This touch of affected tenderness has ruined all,” muttere
Harley, with a significant glance at Abigail. ¢ Madam,” b
added to the queen, ‘I presume I may now retire. My furth
Ppresence can neither be necessary nor desirable.”

¢ Before you go, Sir, I must insist upon a reconciliation be
tween you and the duchess,” said the queen. ¢“Nay, duches:
you were wrong, and it is for you to make the advance. Wha
you hesitate? Will Mrs. Freeman refuse Mrs. Morley’s request?

““That appeal is irresistible,” replied the duchess. “M
Harley, I was too hasty.” And she extended her hand to him.

¢ I take your grace's hand as it is given,” replied Harley, a¢
vancing towards her. ¢*This is a harder blow than the other,” |
added in a low tone.

The duchess smiled triumphantly.
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¢Henceforth, all hosulmes must cease between you,” said
the queen.

¢« Willingly, on condition that this is the Jast private interview
between your majesty and Mr. Harley,” rejoined the duchess.

‘*Willingly, on ¢ondition that her grace always maintains her
present amiable deportment,” subjoined Harley. ¢‘Mrs. Free-
mmaa is infinitely to be preferred to the Duchess of Marlborough.”

““Peace being restored, I shall retire,” said the queen,
smiling.

‘“What, without a word in private with your poor faithfal
Freeman,” whispered the duchess, coaxingly.

«To-morrow,” replied the queen. ‘I am too much fatigued. '
new. This interview has quite exhausted me. Good night, Mr.
Harley. Abigail will see you forth.”

8o saying, and returning the secretary’s profound bow, she
withdrew with her attendant.

The duchess and Harley regarded each other for some moments
firedly in silence. :

¢*Either you or I must retire from this contest, Mr. Harley,”
said the former, atlength.

“¢It is not for me to tell your grace which of the two it shall be,”
hereplied. ¢‘But I have no intention of withdrawing.”

¢Then I know how to act,” said the duchess.

¢¢ There is no chance of a coalmon, Isuppose?” he insinnated,
in his smoothest tones.

¢“With you — never!” replied the duchess, contemptnously.

At this moment, Abigail returned.

<X wish your grace good night,” said the secrétary, bowing
esremoniously.

“Good night, Sir,” replied the duchess. ¢‘I will take care
this is the last time you are seen here.”

‘“Heed her not,” said Abigail, as they quitted the room;
¢“the gueen is as much your friend as ever. Fulfil my injunctions
respecting Mr. Masham implicitly, and you shall have ancther jn«
terview as soon as you please.”

et
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CHAPTER XII.

be provocation offered by Masham to the Marquis de Guiscard atth
Saint James's Coffee-house; and of the challenge that ensued.
A peEPER impression had been made by Abigail upon Masham
1 he cared to acknowledge. Having persuaded himself that
11d think of her no more, he was vexed to find her image per-]
1ally recurring to his mind, and in order to destroy the effect
luced by her charms, he aggravated her coquetry, and
thtened every vexatious circumstance that had occurred at ths
; but all would not do. He could not render himself indiffer-
to her, and her very capriciousness seemed to make her more
active. A ride in the park having failed in distracting his
ights, he repaired to the Saint James’s Coffee-house, where
found the Earl of Sunderland conversing very eagerly witha
tleman of good figure, and remarkably intelligent counte-
ce, who was well known to him as Mr. Arthur Maynwaring.
Descended from a branch of a very old Cheshire family, which
settled at Ightfield, in Shropshire, and connected on the ma-
1al side with the ancient and important families of the Egertons
Cholmondeleys, Mr. Maynwaring was as much distinguished
his high-breeding and polished exterior, as for his wit, scholar-
), and general ability. He was an admirable political writer;
ren satirist and critic; and his judgment on all matters of taste
learning was considered indisputable. Maynwaring was &
aber of the Kit-Cat Club, and accounted one of its chief orna-
its.  His private income was but trifling, his estates being
vily incumbered ; but he had recently received a Jucrative ap-
atment as auditor of the imprests from Lord Godolphin. He
in parliament as member for Preston in Lancashire, and beiog
1pletely in the confidence of the Duchess of Marlborough,
ntly acted as her private secretary. His age was thirty-nin
The earl and his companion leoked up on Masham’s entrance,
{ their manner convinced him that he himself formed the sub- § sesv
-of their discourse. Nor was he wrong; for as he was passing ‘
to another part of the coffee-room, Sunderland called to him,
. said, ‘“We were speaking of you, Masham, and I have been Jowess




diverting Maynwaring with an account of what occurred at the
palace last night.”

T is just the way Abigail serves every one,” laughed Mayn-
varing. ‘“And I have no doubt for all the encouragement she gave
Guiscard, who has a right now to fancy himself the suitor elect,
she will scarcely deign to notice him to-day. 'Who would be a
slave to such a capricious creature?”

Ay, who indeed?” echoed Sunderland, laughing.

Masham could not repress a sigh.

¢“For the credit of our sex, I hope you wont let her perceive
that you care for her,” said Maynwaring, noticing the other’s

emotion.

¢ If Masham feels himself in danger, let him absent himself
from court for afew days,” observed Sunderland.

¢“No, that would never do,” rejoined Maynwaring. ‘A
thousand jests would be in circulation at his expense, and he
would never survive the ridicule. No, he must stay and boldly
face the enemy. The true way to mortify her, will be to affect
perfect indifference, and whatever lures she may throw oat, what-
ever wiles practise, appear utterly insensible to them.”

‘I should be better pleased to pique her as she piqued me,”
returned Masham, ¢ by paying attention to another.”

¢ You are not master enough of yourself for that,” said Mayn-
waring. ‘“No, indifference, real or affected, must be your

game. He is in love with her,” he observed in a low veice to
Sunderland, as Masham stepped aside for a moment.

‘‘Evidently so,” replied the other in the same tone. *‘If they
meet, a reconciliation will infallibly take place. It must be our
-lmsmess to prevent it, till she is fully compromised with Guiscard.

x: could but get him away for a week.”
Ah! but he wont go,” returned Maynwaring, laughing.
¢¢Again amusing yourselves at my expense, gentlemen,” ob-
served Masham, returning.

“I was merely observing to Sunderland,” replied Mayn-~
*wgring, ‘‘that I think Abigail’s influenee with the queen vastly
overrated.”
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“J 'm sure of it,” seplied the earl; ¢ Guiscard will find out
his error if he thinks to secure his own advancement by marryisg
her. When she weds, she will necessarily lose her place.”

“Not necessarily, Ibelieve,” observed Masham.

““Qh, yes,” rejoined Maynwaring. ‘‘But what matters it!
The French adveuturer will be rightly served.”

I should not mind her loss of place, if she had a heart,”
sighed Masham; ¢‘but she evidently has none.”

¢¢Not a bit more than Guiscard himself,” replied Maynwaring,
‘‘so they will be nicely matched. Adsdeath! here comes the
marquis.”

As the exclamation was uttered, Guiscard, accompanied by
Saint-John and Prior, entered the coffee-room. As the new-
comers drew near, Saint-John said, laughingly, ‘¢ Good day, §~
gentlemen; I’ve a piece of news which will delight you all, espe-
cially Masham. We are to have a marriage at court.”

¢¢ A marriage!” exclaimed Maynwaring. *‘Between whom?' |

‘‘ Between Monsieur le Marquis de Guiscard and the fair Abi-
gail Hill,” replied Saint-John. ¢Here he is, to receive yout
congratulations.”

“Isitsettled, then?” asked Masham, hastily.

< Mr, Saint-John is, perhaps, going a little too far in saying
that it is actually arranged,” replied Guiscard; ‘‘but I hope th¢ |
marriage will not be long delayed.”

“ Accept our best wishes for the speedy eompletion of yout
happiness, marquis,” said Sunderland and Maynwaring tee
gether.

«’8death, Mashem,” cried Prior, ‘‘why dou’t you offer
your congratulations likewise? The marquis will be a great msa
pmenlly, and it is prudent and proper to worship the risisg

“Le& those wonhip it who like. I want nothing from hlm,"
replied the young equerry, walking meodily away.

¢¢ A disappointed rival !” said Sunderland to Guiscard. *Ahl
marquis, you are & lucky fellow!”

“‘Deuced lucky!” cried Maynwaring. ‘‘You haven’t decided
yet for Whig or Tory, I presume?” . '
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‘‘Pardon me,” replied Prior. ‘“Guiscard is with us. And
if Sunderland finds some one in his post within a month, he will
koow who placed him there.”

A loud laugh followed this sally.

‘“Gentlemen,” said Masham, returning quickly, and looking
angrily round, ‘‘Ishould be glad to know the cause of your merri-
ment.”

“Ha! ha! ha!” was the general response.

‘*“This young Masham thinks everybody is laughing at him to-
day,” said Sunderland. ‘¢ On the contrary, my good fellow, we
sincerely condole with you — Ha! ha!”

*‘Your mirth has but slight grounds for it, my lord,” replied
Masham, sternly. * You are willing to take Guiscard’s word for
his acceptance by Miss Hill. For my own part, I doubt it.”

“How, 8ir?” cried the marquis. ‘

“I more than doubt it,” pursued Masham, loudly and em-
phatically, — ‘I believe it to be wholly false!”

The laughter was instantly hushed, and some other persons,
Wwho chanced to be in the coffee-room at the time, gathered rouad
the group.

‘‘Pshaw, my dear Masham,” said Maynwaring, ‘you let
Your vexation at our friend’s success carry you too far. Marquis,
You will make due allowance for his disappointed feelings.”

“Most assuredly,” replied Guiscard; *I am willing to take
1o notice of the affront. Masham knows not what he says.”

“You shall not get off thus, marquis,” rejoined Masham,
with increasing anger. ‘I repeat — deliberately repeat — that
Yeu have imposed upon this company.”

¢ Mr. Masham hopes to cut my throat, in order to remove an
obstacle between him and Miss Hill,” observed Guiseard, with
suppressed anger, ‘‘but I will try to disappoint him.”

““You are quite in the wrong, Masham,” said Sunderland,
taking the young equerry aside, — ‘‘on my honour, you are.
Granting that this vain-glorious Frenchman has advanced more
than he has warrant for, you will only give Abigail new cause for
triamph by thus playing the Quixote for her. Allow me to recon~
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cile matters. 1Ican do so at once, without compromising youi
the slightest degree.”

“I will only retract what I have said on receiving from m
HilPs own lips a confirmation of the marquis’s statement,” replied
Masham, sullenly.

“Pshaw, you know that it is impossible,”- said the emk
¢¢Be reasonable.” 1

The young equerry shook his head.

““Since there is no help for it, gentlemen, and since Mr.
Masham is deaf to my remonstrances, Isuppose you must meet,’
said Sunderland, tarning round.

¢“Most ceminly , my lord,” replied the marquis, — *‘most
certainly we must meet. And I trust no one here will attempt®
interfere. 'We are all men of honour.”

There was g slight responsive murmur among the company, §*
and those who were strangers immediately withdrew.

*‘Mr. Maynwaring, may I count upon you as my friend?"
said Masham.

““Unquestionably,” was the reply, ¢ though I confess I wonld
rather assist to settle the matter in any other way. But since that
may not be, I shall be happy to attend you.”

““And I conclude I may calculate on you, Mr. Saint-John?”
said the marquis.

Saint-John bowed.

‘“Where,  and at what hour, shall the meeting take plact,
gentlemen?”’ he inquired.

«“As early as is agreeable to the marquis,” replied Masham,
‘‘and in Hyde Park, if he has no objection.” - ]

¢“Hyde Park will suit me as well as any other place,” replisd
Guiscard, ‘‘and the earlier the better; because, as I shall sit
4ill the hour of meeting, I shall get to bed the sooner.” R

¢*“That remains to be seen,” rejoined Masham. ‘At all eventl&

you may get to rest.”
¢ These preliminaries arranged, gentlemen,” said Saint-Johaj

- 41 presume you can meet without annoyance to each other. ,
I therefore beg the favour of your company at supper to-night, o
well as that of all our friends here. A few choice spirits have |
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mised to come to.me; and when I tell you I expect Mrs. Brace-
girdle and Mrs. Oldfield, I am sure I need offer you no further in-
ducement.”

The invitation was eagerly accepted by all except Masham, who
would willingly have declined it, but Maynwaring whispering him
that his refusal might be misconstrued, he reluctantly assented;
and, ‘after a little further conversation, the party separated.

CHAPTER XIIL

Of the assemblage of wits met by Masham at supper at Mr. Saint-John's,
and of the means proposed by him of adjusting a quarrel between
Mrs. Bracegirdle and Mrs. Oldfield. .

Havine dined alone, and made such preparations as he thought
necessary for the meeting of the morrow, Masham betook himself,
about ten o’clock,’to Saint-John’s ‘residence in Saint James’s—
Place. The party, which was more numerous than he expected,
had already sat down to table, but a place was reserved for him

. between Maynwaring and Prior, into which he slipped as quietly
" as he could. Most of the guests were known to Masham perso-

nmally, and all by reputation; and as he surveyed the assemblage,
‘which comprised many of the most eminent wits of the day, he
could not but feel that he had little title to a place among them.

At the head of the table, as a matter of course, was Saint-John,
who appeared in mest buoyant spirits, and on his right sat a lady
'with a most fascinating expression of countenance, fine dark eyes
of extraordinary brilliancy, and hair and eyebrows of the same
shade. Though a brunette, her complexion had a rich bloom in
it, and though in the maturity of life her charms had lost none of
their attraction. Her smile was witchery itself, as thousand who
had felt it make its way at once to the heart, could testify. This
was the admirable actress, Mrs. Anne Bracegirdle, than whom
a lovelier or more accomplished woman never trod the boards.

On her right sat a gentleman of very courtly appearance, and
possessing handsome, smooth features, who paid her the most
devoted attention, and who was addressed by her as Mr. Congreve.
Next to Congreve sat another wit, but scarcely so polished in man=
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ner, or 8o regalarly handsome, though his features were
intellectual notwithstanding, and he was quite equal to
in comic genius. Sir John Vanbrugh — for he it was — -
verging with an elderly man, who, notwithstanding a sto
shoulders, the total absence of teeth, and deep wrinkk
cheeks, which defied the power of rouge and paint to ef
fected the air of a youthful feau and wore a dress ma
extravagance of the fashion, wnth a point-lace cravat, p
rufiles, and a flowing peruke , while costly rings bedecke:
gers. In this antiquated figure, whose shaking limbs i
oyes seemed ill fitted for the revel, could scarcely be re
the once-handsome, and still witty friend of Sedley, R
Etherege, and Buckingham, the boon companion of tl
Monareh himself, whose good looks and brilliant repat:
won him the hand of the young, wealthy, and beautifal
of Drogheda, and whose comedies are scarcely, ifat all, h
those of Congreve and Vanbrugh, — namely, Wlllmnw
On Wycherley’s other hand was a young man of rat
air, and plain attire, but whose looks hespoke shrewd
good sense, and whose name was Tickell. He was pa:
found attention to the discourse of his neighbour, a b
man, with a florid complexion, and a somewhat stout per
played to advantage in a suit of peach-coloured velvet,
was no less than the illustrious Joseph Addison. 1
essayist, who had net, however, at that time given to
the full assurance of his unequalled powers, but wa
known by his travels, his poem entitled the ‘ Campaigr
trifling epera called ¢ Rosamond,” filled the post of uad:
tary to the Earl of Sunderland, who had continued him in
on his succession to 8ir Charles Hedges, from whom Add
ginally received the appointment. Addison’s neighbow
right, was the gay, the social, the kindly, the thoughtless
Steele, upon whose excitable temperament the pleasur
table and the deep libations that succeeded (for those w:
drinking days) bad already produced a far more pernici
than upon his phlegmatic friend, the under-secretary.
8teele, for he had recently procured a commission in Lor:
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segiment, through the interest of his friend, the brave Lord Cufts,
was chiefly occupied at that time in conducting the Gazette, in
which his chief aim, according to his own accoumt, was to be “‘as
dnnoocent and insipid as possible;” and it must be owned his suc-
ceas was fally equal to his intentions. Steele had been for some
time a widower, but was now paying attention to Miss Scurlock,
to whom he was subsequently united. The dissolute life he had
Jed had left its impression on his features, which, though puffly
and cadaverous, were expressive. He had black overhanging
brows, deep-set eyes, and a broad and somewhat eoarse visage.
His figure was thick-set and square, and his attire such as be-
longed to his military rank.

Captain Steele’s attentions were directed towards his neigh-
bour, ayoung and singularly-beautiful woman, with a slight but
graoceful figure, and an archness of look and manner that was per-
fectly irresistible. This was Mrs. Bracegirdle’s rival, Mrs. Old-
field, who had lately risen into fame, and divided the town with
her. All Steele’s gallantries, however, were thrown away. Mrs.
©Oldfield had ears and eyes only for the soft speeches and tender
glances of Mr. Maynwaring, who sat on her right, and with whom,
it may be mentioned in passing, she afterwards formed a long and
lasting attachment only closed by his death.

Passing over Maynwaring, Masham, Prior, and Sunderland,
we come to the tragic poet, Nicholas Rowe, the author of the
¢Fair Penitent,” whose somewhat saturnine eountemance was
convulsed with laughter at the jests of his neighbour, the face-
tious Tom D’Urfey, who, like Wycherley, was ore of the wits of
the previous century, and upon whose shoulders Charles the Se~
cond himself had often leaned, to hum a snatch. No one, indeed,
in former days could troll a ditty more merrily than old Tom; nor
-could any one write a choicer song of the amerous and convivial
description in vogue when he was in his prime. Like Wycherley,
Tom D’Urfey was a good deal the worse for wear. The wonder
would have been if he were not, considering the frollicking, reck-
less life he had led; but in spite of rheumatism, flying gout, and
other aches and pains, it would be dificult to find a jollier old
fellow than Tom, or one who enjoyed the geed things ol \ifs mete,
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or deserved them better. He was somewhat shabbily
true, for Tom was not one of your prosperous wits. 1
that? His coat might be threadbare, but his jests wer
glossy, and far more genial than those of the refined a
Congreve ; and as to his laugh, it was joviality itself. T«
had truly a lyrical genius, and was utterly free from the
which is the besetting sin of modern ballad-mongers ;

besides an indefatigable labourer for the stage, and c(
his time above thirty comedies, all, or most of whic.
gotten. Alas! poor Tom! there is but a faint and far-
thee and thy pleasantries in these degenerate days. Gu
D’Urfey’s neighbour, and next to the marquis sat Mrs.
the witty authoress of several excellent but licentious co
though no more licentious than the taste of the time r«
three of which, ‘‘The Busy-Body,” ‘The Wonder:
Keeps a Secret,” and ¢ A Bold Stroke for a Wife,” stil:
hold of the stage. Mrs. Centlivre had seme little perso
and had been thrice married, her last husband, Mr. Jo
livre, being yeoman of the mouth, otherwise cook to th
‘William the Third. Her latest comedy, the ‘‘Plato
had just been produced with some success at the I
Mrs. Centlivre’s right-bhand neighbour was Sir Samuel

celebrated poet and physician, a man as much esteer
amiable and social qualities as for his professional tale
tical ability. Garth was a stout, handsome-looking

large features, of the mould which seems peculiar to th
which he flourished, and was attired in black velve
further side sat another lady, the fourth and last tha
comprehended, and who was likewise a writer of dram
which had procured her some reputation, though she su
became far more notorious by the production of the ‘N
tis.” Though in the hey-day of her life, Mrs. Manley
more than her wit to recommend her; but she had gr
.sational powers, and a turn for satire, which combit
intimate acquaintance (how derived is not worth inqu
what was going on in the political world, and the worlc
gave great piquancy to her discourse.. In our own days,
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uestionably have made a first-rate fashionable novelist. Next
Mrs. Centlivre sat Mr. GodfreyKneller, the great painter, (Knel-
, it may be mentioned only, received his baronetage from George
1First,) — a man of courtly appearance, handsome person and
itures, though a little on the decline, and most refined manners;
1 next to Kneller was Mr. Hughes, a scholar and a poet, then
iefly known by his elegant translations of Horace and Lucan,
t subsequently distinguished by his tragedy, called the ** Siege
Damascus,” and the papers he contributed to the Tatler, the .
ectator, and the Guardian. And with him the circuit of the
le is completed.

The repast was magnificently served, as well as admirable and
andant. A crowd of lacqueys in Saint-John's sumptuous livery
re in attendance. The table groaned with the finest chased silver
hes, and sparkled with crystal glass; and as dish after dish of
[uisite flavour disappeared, delicacies still more tempting suc-
ded. The wines were poured forth in equal profusion, and the
«duce of the choicest vintages of France, Spain, Germany, and
n Hungary, was quaffed in bumpers. No one'’s glass was
wed to stand empty a moment, and there was a constant dis-
irge of champagne corks. An incomparable host was Saint-
m. He had none of the airs of a petit-maitre, leaving his guests
shift for themselves, but did the honours of his table hospitably
| well. By his sprightly sallies he kept up an incessant roar of
ghter, and the only person upon whose brow a slight cloud
ild be discerned, and who appeared to have no zest for the rich
nds or the delicious wines, was Masham.

“Mr. Masham looks like the rejected lover in a comedy,” ob-
ved Mrs. Bracegirdle, in her exquisite voice, which gave to
rds of little import significance the most extraordinary.

¢Nay, by my faith,” cried Saint-John, “‘itis not acting with
2. 'Masham is foolish enough to love a woman after she has
eed to give her hand to another; and, what is more, nothing
I content him but the life of his fortunate rival.”

‘“You are too hard upon the young gentleman, Mr. Saint-
m,” said Mrs. Oldfield, whose accents were quite as musical
1 delicious as those of Mrs. Bracegirdle; ¢ if he is really in love,
aint James's, 1

- N



he is much to be pitied. I vow he is the only person here who
knows anything of the passion, unless it be Mr. Tickell. Ifyour
lady-love has jilted you, Sir, forgether, or supply her place with,
another.”

‘I could easily do that, Mrs. Oldfield,” replied Masham,
gallantly.

‘I hope you don’t mean to be so silly as to risk your life far
her?” pursued the lady.

¢‘Permit me the honour of wine with you,” rejoined Masham,
evasively.

‘“With great pleasure,” she replied, ‘but I must have a
answer to my question. Some women like to be the cause of 2
duel ; but I should hate the man who fought for me; or ratherl
should hate myself, which would come to the same thing. Ladies,
let us take Mr. Masham under our special protection. It woud
be a thousand pities if so pretty a fellow were cut off in the flowet
of his youth, and all for a senseless jilt. Your voices, I ’m sure,
will be with me. Fight he must not.”

¢¢Certainly not,” cried the three other ladies in a breath.

¢You hear, Sir,” said Mrs. Oldfield. ‘'We are four to one.
You cannot disoblige so many fair supplicants. And now, letus
know who is your rival?”

“You will make me his rival if you go on thus,” remarked.
Maynwaring, somewhat petulantly. i

¢ Mrs. Oldfield is bent upon a conquest, itseems,” observed
Mrs. Bracegirdle, in a low tone, to Saint-John.

¢« A glance from you will win him from her,” replied the other;|
“‘you have often carried off a whole house in the same way.” i

“I’ltry,” said Mrs. Bracegirdle, ‘‘if only to mortify the vain
thing. Mr. Masham,” she continued, aloud, and throwing one
of her irresistible glances at him, ‘I am curious to know what
sort of person it is that has inspired you with so deep a passion.”

¢“Ay, do tell us, Mr. Masham?” said Mrs. Centlivre.

¢‘She is young and beautiful, of course?” cried Mrs. Manle}.

¢ And wealthy, also, it is to be hoped?”’ added Mrs. Centlivre.

“Do — do describe her?” cried Mrs. Oldfield. ‘Does sh
resemble any of us — Mrs, Bracegirdle, for instance?”
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¢ Or Mrs. Oldfield?” rejoined the other actress.

Here there was a general laugh.

¢“Masham will have a second duel on his hands ere long, I
begin to think,” said Congreve, glancing at Mrs. Bracegirdle.

¢« He will have a third,” rejoined Maynwaring, ‘‘and will have
to provide himself with another second, for I shall be obliged to

& take part as a principal.”

‘‘Really, gentlemen, I am unconscious of giving you offence,”
.said Masham.

¢“I"’ll take Mr. Congreve’s quarrel off your hands,” said Mrs.

tBracegirdle. ¢‘If he fights any one, it shall be me.”

¢ And since Mr. Maynwaring has thrown up his office, I shall
be happy to attend you as second,” said Mrs. Oldfield. ¢I can
manage an affair of the kind quite as well as him. As for swords,
I’ve plenty at your service, and pistols too, if needed. You
shan’t blush for your second, for I Il come in my town gallant’s
apparel. You remember Betty Goodfield, in the “ Woman turned
Bully.” ¢Udsbud, Sir,’ sheadded, assuming the look and tone
of the character, ¢do you come here only to ask questions? This
is not to be endured. You have wasted my whole stock of patience,
and now you shall find me an arrant lion. Come, Sir, draw.””

This speech, delivered in the liveliest manner imaginable, eli-

- cited thunders of applause from the assemblage.
¢ Mr. Masham will prove irresistible, if so attended,” said
-'Wycherley. ¢’Gad! I thought the modern stage degenerate, but
1 find the old spirit of Nell Gwyn and Mrs. Kneppe revived in Mrs.
Oldfield.”

‘“ With a little more discretion, I hope, Mr. Wycherley,” re-
plied the pretty actress.

‘“Ah! Mr. Wycherley,” cried Tom D’Urfey, ‘‘things are
greatly changed since those inimitable plays, the ¢ Country Wife” .
and the ‘‘Plain Dealer” were given to the world. It ’s full thirty
years since the last made its appearance; and if you had had any
industry, or any necessity, you would have given us a comedy
every successive year, and then how rich our drama would have
been! Talking of the ¢ Plain Dealer,” how well I recollect Hart as
Manly, Kynaston as Freeman, Mrs; Cory as #idow Blackacre—

T*
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wondrous #idow Blackacre — and Kneppe, pretty Mrs. Kneppe,
as Eliza! You should give us another comedy before you quit the
stage altogether Sir.”

¢1 shall marry and give you a farce, Tom,” replied Wycher-
ley, with some acerbity. ‘¢ But why don’t you appeal to Mr. Con-
greve? No man has written such comedies, and yet he has fo-
sworn the stage.”

“‘Don’t remind me of the indiscretions of my youth, Wycher-
ley,” replied Congreve. ¢‘I 've seen the error of my ways, and
mean to avoid it in futare.”

¢« Congreve has been converted by Collier, though he answered
him so sharply at the time of the attack,” said Vanbrugh, laughing,
¢«¢and thinks the theatres licentious and profane.”

““Their morals will certainly remain questionable as long &
you continue to write for them, Van,” rejoined Congreve.

¢’Sdeath!” cried Vanbrugh, ‘‘Am I to paint men and min-
ners as they are, or as they are not?”

“““You paint them in colours so true, that your portraits wil
endure for ever, SirJohn,” observed Kneller. ‘‘When peopl
become over fastidious, it is a bad sign of the morality of the
times.”

¢ One thing is quite certain,” remarked Addison, ¢¢that the
English stage owes its revival to the genius of the two great comit
writers here present, and if they had not exerted their matchles
powers for its support, it is doubtful whether we should not have
altogether been deprived of a most delightful and highly intellec-
tual amusement. No, Mr. Congreve, the stage owes you 0
much to allow you to disown your connexion with it.”

‘T am sorry to say it in the presence of so many distinguished
dramatists,” cried Congreve, ‘‘but on my soul I cannot think
writing for the stage the employment of a gentleman.”

““Oh! fie, Mr. Congreve,” rejoined Rowe; ‘this is rsek
heresy in you, and worse than abusing a woman who has bestowed
her favours upon you. A fine play is the noblest achievement of
the human mind.”

¢“The author of the Fair Penitent and Tamerlane has a rightt
say so,” remarked Garth. ‘I can well understand that Mr. Coa-
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greve, having obtained so high a reputation, should not care to
shake it, but that he should underrate the drama, for which he
Das done so much, passes my comprehension.”

¢X do not underrate the drama, Sir Samuel,” replied Con-
greve, ‘‘nor do I shrink from the stage from fear of failure, but
from distaste. I dislike notoriety, and if I could do twenty times
Detter than I have done, I would not write again; nay, I am sorry
1 ever wrote a line,”

¢Is he sincere, think you?” asked Guiscard of Prior.

<t As sincere as you would be,” replied the poet; *if, after
winning ten thousand pounds at hazard, you were to say you would
never play again, and protest you wished you never had played.
He is prudent, and does not wish to lose what he has gained.
Besides, with a strange kind of vanity, he values himself more
upon being thought a fine gentleman than an author.”

¢Fortunately for us, my dear Congreve, your wish not to have
written comes too late for fulfilment,” said Saint-John. ‘It
would be well, perhaps, if some of us could recall our early effu-
sions, but you are not of the number. But we are neglecting the
wine. Captain Steele I pledge you.”

¢« My service to you,” replied Steele, taking off a brimmer.
¢«Mr. Congreve is right on one point,” he continued. < The
great secret is to know when to leave off. An entrance is more
easily made than an exit. But though I hold this to be a sound
rale, Idon’t mean to act up to it myself, but shall go on as long
as I can find an audience to listen to me, or a bookseller to pur-
chase my wares. Both will soon let me know when they have had
enough.”

<Ay, it was ever your rule, Dick, to declaim like a phioso-
pher in public, and to act like a rake in private,” rejoined Ad-
dison.

¢« There I only imitate you, Addison,” replied Steele, ¢ who
write in praise of temperance in as style a pure and clear as water
itself, with a bottle of wine before you.”

¢ That shan’t prevent my taking a glass with you now, you
scandalous dog,” replied Addison; ¢‘what shall it be — bur-

gundy?”
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‘“Ay, burgundy,” replied Steele; ¢’t is a generous wine,
and rolls in one’s veins like the hot blood of youth.” ’

Soon after this, the cloth was removed, and bowls of punch, §’
mulled burgundy, and claret, were placed on the board. Tom
D’Urfey volunteered a song, and although his voice was a litle
cracked, executed one of his old anacreontic melodies very credit-
ably. Mrs. Bracegirdle was next prevailed upon to sing, and §
roused her hearers to a state of rapture, which was by no means }
lessened when her fair rival, Mrs. Oldfield, followed her in 2
voice of surpassing richness and sweetness. Each lady was most
vociferously applauded in her turn, their mutual supporters
trying to outvie each other in the expression of their admiration.
Saint-John, whose spirits appeared inexhaustible, and who wis
the soul of a revel, as of aught else he engaged in, took care thit
the exhilaration of the party should receive no check, and so well
did he fan the flame of mirth, that it blazed up more joyously each
moment, and spread so fast and freely, that even Masham caught
the infection, forgot his anxieties, and laughed as loudly and
heartily as the rest.

By this time, the various generous liquors had begun to pro-
duce an effect upon the company; the conversation became a little
more noisy, and the laughter rather more uproarious. Perfect
decorum, however, was observed; but there were more talkers
than listeners, and Tom D’Urfey, in spite of the assistance of the
host, could not obtain attention for another stave. To hide his
disappointment, during a momentary lull of the clatter, he called
upon Mrs, Oldfield, but an opposition was instantly made by the
supporters of Mrs. Bracegirdle, who said she was under a promise
to thgm, and their rights could not be deferred. In vain Saint-
John interposed; the dispute instantly rose to a fiery heat, and
many sharp speeches were interchanged, when a happy idea oc-
curred to the host. '

“A means of settling this matter occurs to me, ladies,” he
said. ““Will you leave it to Mr. Masham to decide who shall sing
first?”

Both immediately expressed their assent, and turned to the
young equerry, who looked as much puzzled as the shepherd
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Paris, when required to bestow the golden apple upon the fairest
goddess. Without giving himself, however, more than a mo-
ament’s consideration, he named Mrs. Bracegirdle, who, radiant
with triumph, began to pour forth strains like those of a syren.
But she was not allowed to proceed far, for Mrs. Oldfield, who
‘was deeply mortified, began to talk and laugh aloud to Mayn-
'waring, upon which the fair singer instantly stopped, and in spite
of Saint-John’s entreaties refused to proceed, — her anger being
increased by the insulting looks of her rival.

““We have been talking of duels just now,” she cried; “I
wish they were allowed amongst women. I should like to punish
the insolence of that creature.”

<“Don’t baulk yourself, if you are so disposed, my dear,” re-
joined Mrs. Oldfield, with a sarcastic laugh. ¢‘T will meet you
whenever and wherever you please ; and as we are both accustomed
to it, we can put on male attire, and fancy ourselves of the oppo-~
site sex for the occasion.”

¢ I wish you would dare to make good your word, Madam,”
replied Mrs. Bracegirdle.

«If you doubt me, and are in a hurry, my dear,” replied
Mrs. Oldfield, *‘you have but to step into the next room, and we
can settle the matter at once.”

<Here will be a pretty piece of work,” cried Prior; ‘“a duel
between our two fairest actresses. 'Whoever survives, we shall
be losers.” ’

“¢’Sdeath, this passes a jest,” exclaimed Saint-John.

““'We will fight with pistols,” cried Mrs. Oldfield, heedless of
Maynwaring’s remonstrances. ‘I have practised at the mark,
and am a dead shot.”

 Agreed,” replied Mrs. Bracegirdle; ‘I am as good a shot as
yourself.”

¢ What say you to arranging the affair in this way, ladies?”
interposed Masham. ¢‘You both profess to be good shots. I will
hold a candle, and you shall post yourselves at the extremity of the
room, and she who snuffs it shall be adjudged the victor.”

‘X assent,” said Mrs. Oldfield.

.
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¢«But you will run a great risk, Mr. Masham,” cried Mrs,
Bracegirdle.

¢Oh! I'll take my chance,” he replied, laughingly. ¢ Better
1 should receive a slight wound than the stage be deprived of one
of its hrightest ornaments.”

The young equerry’s gallantry was much applauded, and Mrs.
Bracegirdle assenting with some reluctance to the arrangement, a
brace of pistols were produced, and all impediments being quickly
cleared away, Masham took up a candle, and marched to the
further end of the room, where he took up a position, and
stretched out his arm. All being now ready, Mrs. Bracegirdle
begged her rival to take the first shot. Mrs. Oldfield instantly
raised her pistol, levelled, and fired.

The shot was so true, that the flame wavered, and a burst of
applause followed.

As soon as this had subsided, Mrs. Bracegirdle took her rival’s
place. But just as she had levelled the pistol, a trembling seized
her, and she dropped her arm.

¢I cannot do this,” she cried. *‘I should never forgive myself
if I hurt that young man, and would rather own myself vanquished
than put him in danger.”

On this, the applause was louder and more vehement than be-
fore, and at its close Mrs. Bracegirdle said, ‘‘To show thatIam
not without some skill, I will make an attempt, which can en-
danger no one. ‘There is a small white spot on the upper pannel
of yon door, not larger than a shilling. Be that my mark.”

And as she spoke, she again raised the pistol quickly, and
drew the trigger. The wood was perforated in the precise spot
indicated by the fair shooter, but there was a general expression
of consternation and surprise, as the door opened, and Harley
walked into the room.
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CHAPTER XIV.

he party is increased by the unexpected arrival of Mrs. Hyde and her
daughter — the cause of their visit explained.

¢¢ AN inch lower,” cried the secretary, taking off his hat,
‘hich was pierced quite through with a small round hole, ‘‘and
aat bullet would have been lodged in my brain. Another time,
retty Mrs. Bracegirdle must choose a safer place for pistol-prac-
ice,, or she may chance to do a mischief.”

The fair actress eagerly tendered her apologies to Harley, while
he others congratulated him upon his narrow escape; and the
:ause of the shot having been explained, he laughed heartily.

¢¢The victory must be adjudged to you, my dear Mrs. Brace-
girdle,” he said to her; ‘‘for though Mrs. Oldfield has the
iteadiest hand, you have the best heart.”

«¢It is very generous in you to say so, at all events, Mr. Har-
ey,” observed Mrs. Oldfield, pettishly.

<« Expert as you are, ladies,” said Saint-John, ‘I hope that
henceforth you will abandon pistols, and confine yourselves to
those scarcely less dangerous weapons your eyes.”

‘“Glances may do very well for your sex, but for our own,
powder and ball are required,” rejoined Mrs. Bracegirdle.

*“Well, the quarrel is honourably adjusted ,” said Saint-John.
¢80 kiss and be friends.”

Thus urged, the ladies complied. But it was easy to see from
the toss of the head on one side, and the shrug of the shoulder on
the other, that the truce was a very hollow one. '

The company then resumed their seats at table, and Harley
placed himself by the host, who, while he circulated the glass as

rapidly as before, and promoted the conversation as much as was
Tequisite , contrived to hold a whispered discourse with him.
Harley’s brow became clouded at some information he received,
and his glance, taking the direction of Masham, showed that
What he had heard related to him.

Soon after this, Sunderland and Kneller arose, declaring they
bad drunk enough; while Guiscard called for cards, upon which
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Saint-John rang for the attendants, and the folding-doors being
thrown open, disclosed a magnificent saloon, blazing with lustres,
and in which stood several card-tables.

Into this room most of the company adjourned, but Steele,
Addison, D’Urfey, Prior, and Rowe, who professed to care little
for play, remained behind to finish a large bowl of punch which
had just made its appearance, and which they pronounced in-
comparably better than any that had preceded it. Coffee and
liqueurs were next handed round, after which, the greater part
of the guests sat down to ombre and basset, and Harley, suppo-
sing Guiscard engaged,, drew Masham aside, and said to him: “I
have just heard from Saint-John of the foolish meeting you intend
to have with the marquis. It must not take place.”

¢Pardon me, Mr. Harley,” replied Masham, ‘I see nothing
to prevent it.”

«I'will prevent it,” returned Harley, ¢ and without the slight-
est discredit to yourself. On the contrary, you shall come off
with flying colours. But you must submit yourself wholly to my
guidance.” .

¢ regret to say that I cannot comply with your request, Mr.
‘Harley,” replied Masham.

¢ Pshaw, Sir, I tell you you must comply,” cried the secretary,

peremptorily, ¢ unless you would for ever mar your fortunes. You 4, ‘

must go with me to Abigail to-morrow.”

¢ Mus} go, Mr. Harley!”

¢ Ay, must, Sir, musT,” cried Harley; ‘‘you must not merely
80, but throw yourself at her feet, and implore her pardon.”

“‘And wherefore, in the name of wonder?”” demanded Masham,
in extremity of surprise.

¢I will tell you,” replied the other, smiling; ‘‘because—
’Sdeath!” he exclaimed, suddenly pausing, as Guiscard stood
before them. ' )

“Your pardon, Mr. Harley, if I interrupt you,” said the
marquis, who, guessing what was going forward, determined t
thwart the secretary’s plan; ¢‘but as Mr. Masham has doubted my
word, for which he will have to render me an account to~-morrow,
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ish him to be made aware that you are favourable to my pro-
jed union with your fair cousin, Miss Hill.”

¢ Confound the fellow,” muttered Harley.
¢ You will not hesitate to give him an assurance that you are
dous to promote it,” pursued Guiscard; ‘‘and that you have
dged yourself to use your best efforts with the queen for the
sedy solemnization of the nuptials.”

¢“Not exactly pledged myself, marquis,” said Harley, looking
Masham.

¢‘Surely I cannot have misunderstood you?” rejoined Guiscard,
ly.

““No, no; you have not misunderstood me, marquis,” replied
rley; *“‘but—"

‘“But what, Sir,” interrupted Guiscard, impatiently. “Ifit
s escaped your memory, fortunately I have a memorandum to
nind you.”

*“Oh, no, Irecollect it all perfectly,” said the secretary. ‘It
just as you say — just as you say.”

This he spoke with so significant a look at Masham, that he
ped the latter would comprehend him. But the young equerry
id no attention to his glances and gestures, but bowing stiffly,
lked away; and Harley, annoyed at the marquis’s ill-timed
terference, abruptly left him, and proceeded to one of the card-
les. :

At this moment, a servant entered the room, ‘and approaching
int-John, informed him in a low tone that two ladies desired’
see him.

«“Two ladies at this hour!” exclaimed Saint-John. ¢ What,
: devil do they want?”

I don’t know, Sir,” replied the man; ‘‘but they appear in
sat distress, and one of them is young and very pretty.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Saint-John, *that promises well. I will
s them anon. Take them to the study, and send Mrs. Turn-
Il to them.”

I think, 8ir,” said the man, ‘that the young lady’s name is
igelica, and that her mother is a country parson’s wife.”
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¢ What, my pretty Angelica!” cried Saint-John, transperted
with delight. «“This is a rare piece of fortune. Show themup
directly.”

As the servant disappeared, Saint-John arose and communi-
cated the intelligence he had just received to Harley and Guiscard;
and all three were laughing and speculating upon the cause of the
visit, when the door opened, and Mrs. Hyde and her daughter
were ushered into the room. Both had handkerchiefs to their
eyes, and Angelica looked as ifshe would sink with embarrassment
at finding herself in so gay an assemblage.

“To what am I indebted for the honour of this unexpected §
visit, ladies?” asked Saint-John.

¢ Qh! dear Sir!” replied Mrs. Hyde, *‘such a calamity as has
happened! My poor, dear husband!”

‘“What of him?” cried Saint-John, with affected concern.

¢‘ He has been — oh! — oh!” sobbed Mrs. Hyde. <Do tell,
Angelica, forI canunot.”

¢ I can scarcely bring it out, Sir,” said the younger lady. ‘‘He
has been ar-ar-ar—ested.”

¢“Arrested!” echoed Saint-John, in surprise — ¢¢for what!”

““For doing nothing— nothing at all,” replied Mrs. Hyde.
¢“That s his crime.”

‘And a very terrible crime itis,” said Saint-John, smiliog.
¢“Rut surely something must be laid to his charge?”

““They say it’s a plot,” replied Angelica — ‘‘some treason-
able correspondence with French ministers. Oh dear! oh dear!”

“Treasonable correspondence with French ministers!” echoed
Saint-John. ¢‘Is he a Jacobite?”.

‘‘Lord loveyou, no, Sir,—no more than you are,”” replied Mrs.
Hyde; ‘but it’s all owing to Mr. Greg. Mr. Harley knows who
I'mean, forhe’s one of his clerks.”

‘“Greg! whatofhim?” cried Harley, uneasily.

‘“ Why, he has been arrested by a queen’s messenger,” replied
Angelica, ‘‘and conveyed away to be kept in safe custody till he's
examined by the privy-council to-morrow. All his papers have
been seized.”
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Harley and Saint-John exchanged glances of ill-disguised
amxiety; and Guiscard, stepping forward, said, with a look of
consternation, ‘‘What is this I hear? — Greg arrested?”

¢ Yes, Sir,” replied Angelica; ‘‘and I heard the messenger say,
that the papers he seized would implicate some great persons.

Your name was mentioned.”

‘“Mine!” exclaimed the marquis; ‘‘mine! Impossible! I
know nothing of the fellow — that is, very little.”

““This is an untoward occurrence, Harley,” said Saint-John,
inalow tone.

“‘Very untoward ,” replied the other; ¢‘for though I have no-
thing to fear, yet, as the villain was my clerk, it will give a handle

- to our enemies, which they will not fail to use.”

¢*It is cursedly unlucky, indeed,” cried Saint-John. ‘“Well,
my pretty Angelica,” he added, ¢ you may make yourself per-
fectly easy about your father — no harm will befal him. I will

* answer for that. But how did all this happen?”

‘“Why you see, Sir,” she replied, ‘‘a serjeant, a great tallman,
with a patch upon his nose, and as ugly as sin, came with Mr,
Proddy, the queen’s coachman, to see Mr. Greg this evening, and
was invited by him to stay supper, to which he readily agreed.
Well, in the course of the evening, Mr. Greg asked the serjeant
a great many questions about the Duke of Marlborough, and
Mr. Proddy a great many questions about the qucen, and plied
them both with brandy, which soon got into their heads, and
made them talk nonsense about the Revolution, and so forth.
My father paid no attention to what they said, but smoked his pipe
quietly by the fire, and soon fell into a doze. By and by, they
spoke in whispers, and I couldn’t, of course, hear what passed,
but I caught the words James the Third— court of Saint Germains
~— and Monsieur Chamillard — which made me suspect they were
talking treason.”

¢ And you were right in the suspicion,” observed Saint-John.

¢ What a fool Greg must be to act so unguardedly,” muttered
Guiscard.

‘I rather think from what followed, that the serjeant and
coachman were spies,” pursued Angelica; * for after talking o
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for some time, they got up, and staggered off; but though!
serjeant pretended to be very tipsy, I saw him look round stealt
ly. About half-an-hour afterwards, and just as we were go
to bed, aknock was heard at the door, and Mr. Greg, who tun
very pale, hesitated to open it, but as the summons was repeal
he obeyed, and a queen’s messenger, as he announced hims
together with a couple of officers, rushed in, and seized hlm,
secured his papers, as I told you before.”

““Did the messenger say who sent him?” asked Harley.

“Yes; the Duke of Marlborough,” she replied; ‘‘and
declared that the duke possessed certain proofs of Mr. Gr
guilt.”

Again Harley and Saint-John exchanged meaning looks,
Guiscard’s countenance became darker and more troubled 1
ever.

““But on what plea wasyour father arrested ?*’ asked Saint-Ji

¢“Indeed, Sir, I don’t know,” answered Angelica; ‘bul
officers took him. He bade us not be alarmed, for he
nothing to fear, as the queen hadn’t a more loyal subject
he was, and his innocence would presently appear.”

¢“And so it will,” cried Mrs. Hyde. ‘‘He ’s as innocent a:
babe unborn. I can answer for that.”

«It seems a most injustifiable proceeding,” said Saint-J
¢“and shall be inquired into strictly. But what brought you'}
child?”

‘“We ’ve done very wrong, I fear,” replied Angelica, blusl
and in great confusion, ‘‘but we were quite at our wit's e
and having no friends in London, and thinking you a
good-natured gentleman, we came here in the hope that youw
befriend us.”

‘“Well, I won’t disappoint you,” rejoined Saint-John. ¢
now pray take some refreshment, while I order aroom to be
pared for you. I’ll undertake to procure your father’s liberatic
the morning.”

With this, he conducted them to another room, w
Mrs. Turnbull soon appeared to attend upon them, and o
return entered into a close and anxious conference with Ha
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tuiscard sat down to baséet, but played so distractedly that he
»st a considerable sum, and at last rose and took his departure.
\bout the same time, the ladies’ chairs arrived, and Mrs. Brace-
irdle was escorted home by Congreve, and Mrs. Oldfield by
faynwaring. Steele and Wycherley walked after Mrs. Manley’s
hair, and being rather excited by what they had taken, assaulted
he watch, and got lodged in Saint James’s round-house. Mrs.
lentlivre was attended by Prior, who called her Chloe all the way,
and vowed he would write a prologue to her next play. Having
finished his conference with Saint-John, Harley looked round for
Masham, but could not see him, and on inquiry found he had
been gone long since. Addison, Garth, and the rest, sat late,
and drank another bowl of punch, and another after that, and it
was nearly four o’clock when Saint-John found himself alone.

CHAPTER XV.

Treats of the serjeant’s early breakfast; and of three duels.

AN hour before daybreak, on the morning on which his duel
with Monsieur Bimbelot was to come off, Serjeant Scales arose,
and as he had drunk a good deal of brandy overnight, as may have
been gathered from the fair Angelica’s relation, the first thing he
did was to allay his thirst with a large jug of water; after which,
he proceeded to attire himself, singing and whistling the while,
as was his wont, but in a somewhat lower key than usual, for fear
of disturbing the house. Accustomed to shave in the dark, he
got through that necessary operation without accident; jumped into
a pair of old jack-boots, which had been bestowed upon him by
the Duke of Marlborough; threw a belt over his shoulders; ex-
perimented the temper of his sword against the floor; thrust it into
the scabbard; and having put on his hat and regimental coat,
marched with a tread like that of the ghost of the commandant in
Don Juan, to the kitchen, with the intention of preparing hime-
self a cup of coffee before he sallied forth. The fire was bla-
zing cheerily as he entered, and to his surprise, he perceived
Mrs. Plumpton, the buxom under-housekeeper, standing be-
side it.
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*“My gracious, serjeant!”’ cried Mrs. Plumpton, i
confusion, *‘who would ha’ thought o’ seein’ you? Wh
up belimes, indeed.”

*“You ’ve got the start of me, any how, Mrs. Plumf
plied Scales. I ’m obliged to go out on duty. "But y
generally up so soon?”

*“Not generally, serjeant,” she replied; ‘‘but I fi
qualmish, and thinking a dish of chocolate might do nx
got up to make it, and was just beginnin’, when you
But, good gracious! only think! why, if I haven’t got
cap on!”

¢“Never mind the night-cap, Mrs. Plumpton,” re
serjeant; I ’m an old soldier, you know. If you h:
tioned it, I shouldn’t have found it out. Butnow I lo
declare it ’s the most becoming cap I ever saw you wear.'

“La, serjeant! — but you military men are so poli
you take a dish o’ chocolate with me before you go out?”

¢“That I will, and thank you too, Mrs. Plumpton
Scales. ‘I was going to take coffee, but I should p
colate all to nothing.”

The chocolate was milled, and set upon the fire
buxom housekeeper was about to give it a final frothing 1
she koew not how it was, but her waist was encircled ]
lant serjeant’s arm, and before she could utter even th
cry, he had imprinted half a dozen hearty kisses upo1
A terrible fellow was the serjeant, and as formidable
in war.

‘While this was going forward, the chocolate boilec
the fire, and a terrible hissing, sputtering, and smokii
while at the same moment a sharp, derisive laugh
near the door, and looking up, the disconcerted p
Mrs. Tipping.

‘8o, this is what you get up for so early, Plumpt
cried the lady’s-maid. ‘‘Pretty doings, indeed! No w
like the serjeant’s drumming so much! But my lady she
it, thatshe shall.”
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¢ Hadn’t you better tell her at the same time how often the
serjeant has kissed you, Tipping,” replied Mrs. Plampton, re-
moving the chocolate-pot from the fire. ‘¢ Our meeting was quite
accidental.”

<Oh! quite accidental, no doubt,” retorted Mrs. Tipping.
*“As if Mr. Timperley didn’t tell you last night that the serjeant
was going out at daybreak, and would want some coffee. You
got up on purpose to meet him.”

““Well, and pray what did you get up for?” asked Mrs. Plump-
ton, sharply.

“To surprise you,” replied Mrs. Tipping, ‘‘and I have sur-
prised you micely. Oh! serjeant,” she added, sinking into a
chair, ¢*I didn’t expect this of you. To make love to an old fright
like Plumpton!”

¢ Neither so old, nor so frightful, for that matter,” rejoined
the under-housekeeper, bridling up. *‘And the serjeant is too
good a judge to think mere youth, if it has nothing else to recom-

mend it, an attraction.”

““Ladies,” said Scales, ‘‘having a great regard for you both,
I should like to see peace restored; and having, also, a pressing
engagement on hand, you ’ll excuse my sitting down to breakfast.”

So saying, he took a seat, and Mrs. Plumpton poured out a
large cup of chocolate for him, while Mrs. Tipping, notwith-
3tanding her displeasure, proceeded to cut slices of bread and
butter, which he disposed of as fast as she could prepare them.
Xhree cups of chocolate swallowed, and half a loaf consumed,
the serjeant arose, and wiping his lips, kissed first Mrs. Plump-
ton, and then Mrs. Tipping, who submitted to the infliction,
with a better grace than might have been expected, and quitting
the house, passed through the garden, into the Green Park.

It was just getting light, and he saw seated on a bench, in the
avenue of trees immediately before him, a stout little personage,
in a white coat, striped waistcoat, and velvet cap with a huge
neb, whom he had no difficulty in recognising as Proddy. The
serjeant whistled a call, and the coachman instantly arose, and
walked towards him. He had a pipe in his mouth, and a sword
under his arm, and strode with unusual dignity. After exchanging

Saint James's. K
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salutations, the pair shaped their course in the direction
Park. The morning was fine, but extremely cold, and the
would have walked forward more briskly, but that he .
outstrip his companion.

¢I thiok I told you who was to be Bamby’s second,
Proddy?” he observed, atlength.

‘“Ooe John Savage, a French corporal, who was
over a prisoner with Marshal Tallard ,” replied the coachn

¢ Sauvageon, not John Savage,” rejoined Scales. *
fellow heis too. I should esteem it a greater honour
swords with him than with poor little Bamby.”

I tell you what, serjeant,” said Proddy, ‘I ’ve beer
the matter over. I shan’t like to stand idle, and if he h:
jection, I’ll take a turn with Savagejohn myself.”

*“Why, zounds, Proddy,” cried Scales, ‘‘he ’ll be
you in less than no time! He ’s perfect master of the swi
earns his livelihood as a fencing-master.”

I don’t mind that, serjeant,” said Proddy. ¢‘An
man is always a match for a Frenchman.”

‘“Why, yes,” replied Scales, ‘‘provided — but I*
you to leave the honour of your country to me.”

“No, I ’m resolved to ﬁght " said Proddy. I 've
my sword for that purpose

‘““Well, -if that ’s your humour, I 'm not the man |
you,” said Scales; ‘‘but take care of yourself, that ’s
help youif I can.” - .

Whereupon, he began to hum Lillebullero, caroling
following soatch, with lusty lungs: —

‘“Hero, hero, sing the brave hero,
Yictor of Blenheim and Ramiljes’ plains?
Marlbro’ the glorious, ever victorious,
Sing him, ye Britons, in rapturous strains!”

‘““We ‘re both heroes ourselves, serjeant,” said
proudly. ‘We 're goin’ to fight the Mounseers, and I f
might have done before the battle of Blenheim,”

‘“ You 're a brave little fellow, Proddy,” replied Scalt
piog him on the shoulder, ‘‘and I honour you for your st
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you can’t tell how a soldier feels before going to battle, especially
when he has to fight the French. Why, on the morning of that
battle, I felt like a war-horse reined in, champing and churning
against the bit.” And he again began to sing: —
“On the thirteenth day of August, seventeen hundred years and four,
Was a famous battle fought on the Danube’s rugged shore;

Never since the Gallic legions to black Edward’s might did yield,
Has their pride so lova l;gen humbled as on Blenheim’s well-fought
. eld.”

«If you go on in this way, serjeant, I shall long to engage
both these mounseers,” said Proddy. “I 'm sure my real voca-
tion is war. Ishould prefer the cartouche-box to the coach-box.”

““Good!"” exclaimed Scales, laughing. ‘‘Body-o’-me! Proddy,
how well we played our parts last night, and how completely we -
obfascated that traitor Greg. What a villain the fellow must be to
betray his country to its enemies. He deserves to be rammed into
a cannon, and blown across the channel to Calais. But, thank
Heaven, he’ll meet his desert! I hope they 'll be able to touch his
master, Mr. Harley.”

¢I never meddle with state matters when I can help it, ser-
Jeant,” replied Proddy, whose terrors of the preceding day were
somewhat revived by the remark. I shall be glad when Greg ’s
hanged out of the way.”

The serjeant concurring in this wish, they once more marched
forward in silence.

Soon afterwards, they entered Hyde Park; the gates of which
‘were just opened; and striking off in the direction of Kensington
Gardens, kept on the higher ground, till they reached the head of
a long glade bordered by a natural avenue of fine trees, chiefly
elms, and sweeping-down to the edge of the broad and beautiful
sheet of water, which has since received the appellation of the
Serpentine, — for the very excellent reason that it is as straight as
acanal. Broken into lovely little dells, and shaded by clumps of
timber, the ground had a secluded appearance very fitting to their
purpese. About half-way down the avenue were two- springs,
celebrated for their virtues, to which even in those days, when
hydropathy had not commenced as a practice, numbers used

%‘
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resort to drink and wash, and which were protected by wooden
frames. At a later period, the waters of Saint Agnes’ Well —
for such is the designation of the chief spring — used to be dis-
pensed by an ancient dame, who sat beside it with a small table
and glasses; while persons afflicted with ophthalmia, found re-
lief by bathing the eyes in the sister fountain. A pump now oc-
cupies the spot, but the waters are supposed to have lost none of
their efficacy. Is it not strange that in these water-drinking times
the wells of Hampstead, Kilburn, and Bagnigge, should not
again come into vogue ? — or are their sluices dry?

The sun had just risen, and his beams glanced through the
branches of the tall and spreading trees, sparkled upon the sur-
face of the distant water, which glistened like silver, and shone
with diamond lustre on the dewy sod. Well may we be proud of
Hyde Park, for no capital but.our own can boast aught like it
The sylvan and sequestered character of the scene was wholly ur-
disturbed, and but for the actual knowledge of the fact, no one
would have dreamed that the metropolis was within a miles
distance. Screened by the trees, the mighty city was completely
hidden from view, while on the Kensington road, visible through
the glade which looked towards the south-west, not a house was
to be seen. To add to the secluded character of the place, aherd
of noble red-deer were couching beneath an oak, that crowneda
gentle acclivity on the right, and a flock of rooks were cawiog
loudly on the summits of the high trees near Kensington Gardeos.

‘“Well, we ’re first in the field at all events, Proddy,” said
Scales, halting. ‘‘This is the place of rendezvous.”

“I 'm glad of it,” replied the coachman, taking off his wig
and cap, and mopping up the moisture that was streaming down
his puffy cheeks; ‘‘ you walked a little too fast for me.”

*“Why didno’t you say so?” rejoined the serjeant. ¢‘But we're
not much too soon, for here they come.”

Hastily replacing his wig and cap, Proddy turned to regard
the new comers. Little Monsieur Bimbelot appeared to be dressed
with extraordinary care, and wore a velvet coat, a brocade waist-
coat, anda full, flowing peruke. He was attended by a middle-
aged man, almost as tall as the serjeant himself, with a weasen,
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hatchet face, a tremendously long, hooked nose, a sharp chin,
and a beard as blue as that of the great Wife-Killer of the fairy tale,
and which, together with his nose, formed what is vulgarly termed
apair of nut-crackers. Then he had a long, scraggy neck, with
the pomum Adami largely developed, black, bristling brows, and
great, staring black eyes, that shot forth terrible glances. He
was wrapped in a loose white regimental coat, from beneath which
the point of a sword, and a pair of brown leathern gaiters appeared.
His hat was cocked very fiercely, and his wig was terminated by
an immense queue. Altogether, the appearance of the corporal
seemed to justify the opinion pronounced by Scales as to his
prowess.

Drawing himself up to his full height, the serjeant awaited the
advance of his opponent, while Proddy emulated his example, and
by way of giving himself additional altitude, sprang upon a mole~
hill, and stood on tiptoe as long as he could.

‘‘Messieurs,” said Bimbelot, tripping nimbly forward, and
taking off his hat, ‘‘j’ai I'honnear de vous présenter mon ami,
Achille de I'Epée Sauvageon, autrefois Caporal 4 sa majesté Louis
le Grand, mais & présent prisonnier de guerre en Angleterre.”

* What does all that mean?” cried Proddy.

‘‘Silence!” said Scales, sternly. ¢ Corporal, your servant,”
he added, taking off his hat to Sauvageon.

‘‘Le vétre, monsieur le sergent,” replied the other, returning
the salute.

‘“And now, gentlemen to business,” cried Scales. I ’ll be
ready for you in a twinkling, Bamby,” he added, taking off his
coat.

¢ I sall not detain you long, sergent,” replied Bimbelot, like~
wise divesting himself of his upper garment.

The corporal then advanced to his principal, and delivered him
his sword, adding a few words in an under tone, during which
Proddy addressed Scales.

I say, serjeant, if you wont tell Savagejohn I want to fight
him, X’ll do it myself,” he said.

“You had better not,” replied Scales. <At all events not
till I ’ve done.”
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«“But I don’t like to wait,” rejoined the valorous coachr
I say, Corporal Achilles Savagejohn,” he added, in a loud w
¢“since our friends are goin’ to set to, we may as well have a |
together as stand idle.”

¢ Avec beaucoup de plaisir, mon gros tonneau,” replie¢
corporal, grinning.

¢ What does he say?” asked Proddy

‘“Mocks you, that’sall,” replied Scales.

““Does'he!” cried Proddy, furiously. ¢¢Odsbodikins!
make him laugh on the wrong side of his ugly mouth. Mork:
— ha! Hark’ee, you spindle-shanked, black-muzzled colosst
you half-starved may-pole, who look as if you had fed all
days upon nothing but frogs and cheese-parings — draw and
fend yourself, I say, or I’ll slit your scraggy weasand for
Do you understand that?”

‘‘Parfaitement, Mounsieur,” replied the corporal, his !
chattering with rage. *‘You are too full of good liquor, mon
brave. 1If I don’t spill some of your claret, may I never\
sword again.”

¢‘Since you needs must fight, Proddy,” said the serjean!
alow tooe to him, ‘‘mind what I say. As your adversaryisn
taller than you, come to half sword as soon as you can.”

““Half sword!” exclaimed Proddy. ¢ What’s that? I'v
a whole sword, and a good long one, too. Look atit.”

““Why, zounds and the devil!” cxclaimed Scales. ¢ Are
going to fight without any knowledge of the art of fence?”

“To be sure I am,” replied Proddy.

‘“You ’ll be killed as sure as a gun. However, since th
no help forit, get as near the corporal as you can, and whe
thrusts at you, don’t attempt to parry — you understand th
butthrust again, and ten to one but you may hit him. It wi
contre-tente, as he would say, but no matter, if you suc
It ’s your only chance.”

“I’lldoit,” replied Proddy, resolutely.

‘The serjeant then stepped aside a few paces, to select an
spot, and was followed by Bimbelot. They were about to tal
a position, when the polite valet remarking Scales’ equipm

»
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I; ““Mais ces bottes, sergent. Wont you take dem off? Yqu’ll
| dem ver inconvenient.”
¢“Not in the least, Bamby, I 'm obliged to you,” replied Scales.
hese boots once belonged to the Duke of Marlborough,” he
ed, proudly; ‘I always wear them upon great occasions like
present.”
¢¢Ah — yes — I understand,” replied Bimbelot, flattered by
implied compliment. ¢‘As you please den. Commencons.”
Swords were then drawn, appeals beaten, salutes made, and
1 stood upon guard; but before beginning the assault, the
eant could not help glancing in the direction of Proddy, for
ise safety he felt much uneasiness. He saw the poor coachman
iding opposite his fierce antagonist, who now looked doubly
nidable, and putting himself in guard in tierce, in imitation of
others whom he had watched, while with his left hand he was
ng to take off his cap gracefully. All this Scales saw in a glance,
he then turned his attention to his own opponent, who made
rust at him in carte, which he instantly parried, with a reposte
econde. -Though anxious on Proddy’s account to terminate the
it as speedily as possible, Scales found it no such easy matter,
Bimbelot was a very skilful fencer, and pass after pass was ex-
nged without any decided advantage being obtained. At last,
he valet made a thrust in carte, Scales parried quickly in prime,
| immediately passed his right arm swiftly over the forte of
adversary’s blade, and presenting his own point at the same
e, disarmed him.
Without bestowing further thought on his discomfited adver-
¥, whom he left in attitude of ludicrous despair, the serjeant
hed with a sword in either hand, to the assistance of Proddy.
was just in time. Vainly had the valiant coachman essayed to
ke a thrust at his skilful opponent, and he had only avoided the
er’s desperate lounges by springing back whenever a pass was
e at him. Vainly, also, had the corporal, as he pushed him
called upon him, with furious oaths, to confess himself van~ .
shed. Proddy would not yield, and though much longer de-
se seemed hopeless, he still held out. Thrust after thrust did
corporal make at him, and leap after leap did he give, when
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just as his adversary’s blade was within an inch of his bre
he winced at the idea of feeling its horrid point in his {
heard the cheering voice of the serjeant. Upon this, h
convulsive spring backwards, and in the effort fell, while }
flew out of his hands to a couple of yards distance.

Seeing this, Scales hurried forward as quickly as t
jack boots would allow, and before the corporal could im
advantage, dashed between him and his prostrate foe.
geon, with a loud oath, made a thrust at him; but the
parried in prime, and beating the feeble of his adversa
smartly and strongly with the forte of his own, sent tl
whizzing aloft.

“Ah! sacre bleu! dat I should be beat in dis way
Sauvageon, grinning with rage.

¢ Pick up your sword again, if you are dissatisfied, ¢
said Scales, magnanimously, ‘‘and we ’ll have another}

¢“Ah, non, vous étes le diable, sergent,” replied
poral; ‘“but you must admit dat I fairly conquer de litt
man.” :

It ’s false, Savagejohn!” cried Proddy, who by
had got upon his feet, and regained possession of his swor
never yielded, and never meant to yield. And if you say
run you through the body.”

And as he spoke, he ran at the unarmed Frenchn
seeing him advance in this truculent fashion, with
painted in his countenance, was fain to take to his heelk
In vain Scales, who could scarcely speak for laughing, ¢
back. Heedless of his shouts, Proddy pursued the flying
with a velocity which the desire of vengeance alone coul(
and which was wonderful in a person of his bulk, and
to prick him twice or thrice with the point of his swor
when his foot, catching in the root of a tree, he was ¢
stretched upon the ground, But though he fell, the cox
not stop, but fancying his blood-thirsty foe still at his h
blindly and furiously on, till coming in contact with th
framework round Saint Agnes’ well, which he had not
in his haste, he was precipitated head foremost into the v
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anwhile, the victorious serjeant having sheathed his sword,
ed Bimbelot to him, and complimenting him wpon his
t in the affair, they shook hands very cordially. A few
s afterwards, Proddy joined them, but was unable to speak
ne time, the breath being completely knocked out of him
last fall; and ere long, the corporal came up, with his wig
ed to his face, his clothes drenched, and presenting alto-
a strong resemblance to a drowned rat. He was very angry
oddy, whom he accused of taking a cowardly and disho-
le advantage of him, and expressed great anxiety to renew
ht. Nor was the coachman anything loth, so that it re-
all the efforts of the serjeant and Bimbelot, to restore
which being at last effected, the disputants shook hands,
warmed towards each other; that in less than five minutes,
nbraced, and swore an eternal friendship.
abelot, who really was a very good-natured little fellow,
he whole party to breakfast, and they were just walking off,
as if struck by sudden thought, he halted, and cried aloud,
I just recollect. Stupid dat I was to forgot. My master
affair of honour on his hands dis morning, and hereabouts.
go see for him. Our assistance may be needed.”
Vho is your master going to fight, Bamby?” asked the
it.
@ jeune Masham,” replied Bimbelot, ‘‘de young equerry
etend to de hand of Mademoiselle Hill.”
ues appeared to reflect upon the information and the party
snced their search, shaping their course in a north-westerly
on. They had not proceeded far, when, guided by the
fsteel, they perceived, in a hollow among the trees, five
s, two of whom were stripped to the shirt, and engaged in
t, while their companions stood at a little distance from

ih! voila mon maitre!” exclaimed Bimbelot, halting with
1ers under the shelter of a tree at the edge of the hollow,
they could see what was passing without being noticed.

8 two principals in the conflict, as had been rightly con-
'd, were Guiscard and Masham, add the seconds Sn-
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John and Maynwaring. The fifth person was a surgeon, witha-
case of instruments under his arm. The combatants were ex-
tremely well matched, and the rapidity and skill with which the
various thrusts were made and parried, elicited the applause of
the serjeant.

‘‘How beautifully that quinte-thrust was parried by Mr.
Masham, Bamby,” he cried. ‘Did you see how he held his
wrist in high-carte, with a low point, and put by his adversary’s
point, by opposing the forte of his outside edge.”

¢*‘Vraiment, c’est bon,” replied Bimbelot — ‘¢ mais voyez ave
quelle addresse mon matftre forme la parade d’octave.”

¢ But see,” cried the serjeant, ‘Mr. Masham makes the cavé,
and reversing his edge from the inside to the outside, throws off
the thrust. And look — look! — the marquis makes a passin
carte over the arm — Mr. Masham parries, and quickly returps in
seconde, thrusting and opposing an outward edge. Ah, that pass
has told — his point enters his adversary’s breast.”

As the last pass was delivered, the whole party ran down the
side of the dell, but before they reached the bottom, the marquis
had fallen to the ground. Bimbelot immediately went up to him,
and the shirt being opened, the wound was examined by the sur-
geon, who pronounced that it was not dangerous, the sword ha-
ving glanced across the ribs underthe arm. Thepain of the wound,
and the effusion that ensued, had caused faintness, but restora-
tives being applied, by the aid of Bimbelot and the serjeant, he
was conveyed to a chair, which was in waiting at a little distance
ameong the trees.

““You have behaved like a man of honour, Masham,” said
Saint-John, at the close of the combat. ¢‘You and Maynwaring
must come and breakfast with me, and afterwards I will go with
you to Harley. You were perfectly right about Abigail, though
I couldn’t tell you so hefore. She detests Guiscard, and I think
has a tenderness for you.”

““In that case I have not fought in vain,” replied Masham,
sheathing his sword.
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CHAPTER XVIL

Iarley discovers that certain important documents have been abstracted
by Greg. — His uneasiness is increased by a message from the Marquis
de Guiscard.

ON their return from the duel, it heing still very early, Saint-
fohn proposed to the others that they should repose themselves
‘or a short time before breakfast, to which both readily agreeing,
Masham was shown to a chamber, where, being much fatigued —
for he had not closed his eyes during the night — he threw himself
apon a couch, and almost instantly fell asleep. He was aroused
by the entrance of a servant, who told him breakfast was served,
and assisted him to repair his toilette, which done, he descended
to @e lower room, and was greeted as he approached it by the
sound of merry voices and laughter. He found Mrs. Hyde and
Angelica at table with the host and Maynwaring, and some pro-
gress seemed to have already been made in the meal. A blooming
countenance is always a pleasant object of contemplation in a
mornping; and notwithstanding her embarrassment, Angelica
looked quite charming, — her complexion was so fresh, her eyes
so liquid, and her teeth so white. She gazed with ill-concealed
admiration at all around her — at thé silver covers, shrouding the
savoury omelette, the piquaat cutlet, and the well-peppered grill,
at the eggs reposing in the snowy napkin; at the exquisitely chased
silver tea-kettle, with its spirit lamp, and still more exquisite
chocolate-pot; at the delicious little blue tea-cups of the choicest
poreelain; at the silver flagons for those who preferred claret to
the simpler beverages; and having surveyed all this, her eyes
wandered to the sidchoard, with its well-ordered array of cold
chicken, cold ham, tongue, raised pie and potted meats; while,
hard by, a portly butler met her gaze, ready to carve the viands,
or to dispense the contents of certain long-necked flasks, with
which an adjoining cooler was filled. Like all country girls, who
enjoy good health, Angelica had a tolerable appetite; and she
knew too little of modish manners to put any restraint upon it.
She took, thercfore, with gratitude all that was offered e, on.



124

her doings in the eating line were mere child’s-play comparec
those of her mother, who was in ecstasies with the repast,
devoured everything before her.

‘““Dear me!” cried Mrs. Hyde, *‘why this is a much gr:
breakfast than we had at Squire Clavering’s, when his dau
Sukey was married. Do taste the ham, Jelly! I’m a good
at curing a ham myself, but this beats me. The tongue 1
boiled to a bubble — there ’s a great art in boiling a tongu
I’m sure your cook knows, Mr. Saint-John — another slice
please, Sir. Well, I don’t mind a kidney, since you ’re so |
ing. Jelly, my love, you don’t eat! Bless the poor thing
has fretted so much about her father, that she has quite lo
appetite. Try a little of this apricot marmalade my dear.
do you good. Mr. Saint-John says he Il soon procure the
man’s liberation, so you may be perfectly easy. You see,
quite comfortable. Well, I 've eaten a great deal, but I
refuse a cutlet — it Jooks so nice. A few mushrooms with i
all means. Another dish of tea, if you please, Sir,” to the
man. ‘You 're very good. Ishouldn’t object to a drop ofb
init. But it must only be a drop — mind that! You'veac
upon me, Mr. Saint-John, or you wouldn’t offer me some
omelette. The first and last omelette I tasted was at the squ
and I thought it so good then, that I can’t refuse now. Jelly
dear, you 're doing nothing. Do eat, child; and recollec
don’t get such a breakfast as this every day. You 're quite
Mr. Saint-John, an egg can do nobody any harm. Ah! the
country folk have the advantage of you. You should tas!
eggs, Sir, — fresh laid, white as snow, — they are a
Jelly fetches them every morning from the nest. You ’ve s
way with you, Mr. Saint-John, thatIcan’t sayno. I must
the pigeon-pie, though positively I 've eaten so much, that I
to feel quite uncomfortable. Don’t look at me, Jelly, bu
care of yourself. A little gravy, Sir,” to the butler, *
you 're about it.”

It was at this juncture that Masham entered the room.

<1 ’m afraid Mr. Masham will find little to eat,” criec
Hyde. ¢¢We 've got half an hour’s start of him."”
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“Don’t distress yourself about me, Madam,” he replied.
<« Abundance is still left upon the table, and I ’ll soon make up
for lost time.”

¢« Angelica says she should have broken her heart if Guiscard
bad killed you, Masham,” Saint-John observed.

¢¢Nay, I said another lady would break her heart,” she replied.
< But I should have been purely sorry myself, I must own.”

«'Pon my soul, I don’t know how to express my thanks,”
cried Masham.

““You awaken a tender interest in all the ladies, Masham,”
remarked Maynwaring.

<1t ’s not to be wondered at,” said Angelica, ‘‘consider-
ing —”

And she blushed and hesitated.

«Pray finish your speech, my dear,” cried Maynwaring.
<« Considering what?”

““Idon’t know what I was going to say,” she rejoined with
increased confusion.

¢“ Do let Mr. Masham eat his breakfast, Jelly,” said Mrs. Hyde.
««Try one of these cutlets, Sir; you ’ll find ‘em excellent— or these
kidneys, they 're broiled to perfection. And so you have killed the
marquis? My worthy husband declares that a duellist is a mur-
derer, and ought to be hanged. But then he ’s rather too severe;
and as I tell him if that was to be the case, we should hang some of
the first quality; and would you believe it, he answered, ‘And a
good thing, too.” Do takea little of this peach preserve, Sir;
you 'l find it delicious.”

< How far Masham deserves hanging, I know not,” said Saint-
John, laughing; ‘but you are mistaken, Madam, in sapposing he
has killed the marquis. He has only very slightly wounded him.”

<« More ’s the pity, I think,” cried Mrs. Hyde. ¢‘But if the
officer spoke the truth last night, he has only been saved from one
death for another more ignominious.”

<“May be,”” observed Saint-John, somewhat gloomily.

But instantly resuming his former gaiety, he turned the con-
versation fo the various amusements and attractions of town-life —
expatiating upon the theatres, the opera, the concerts, the yablie
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gardens, the balls, the masquerades, the drives in the park, the
promenades on the Mall, and drew such a captivating picture of
fashionable existence that it quite charmed Angelica’s fancy.

““Dear me!” she sighed, ‘‘how purely happy those fine ladies
must be, who can lie a-bed as late as they like; and have nothing
to do but amuse themselves when they get up. How I wish I had
been born to such alot! I should like of all things to have alittle
black page with a white turban and feathers on his head — a nice
room with great japan screens, and cabinets full of lovely china
monsters —a French perruquier to dress my hair — the richest
silks and satins for my gowns and petticoats, and the finest lace for
my caps and pinners; but most of all, I should like to have a
grand gilt charrot, with threce footmen behind it, and a fat
coachman on the box. Oh, it would be purely nice!”

«“Save us! how sinfully the wench talks!” cried Mrs. Hyde.
¢It’s very well your father doesn’t hear you, or he would chide you
heartily for your vanity.”

<< All this may be yours, Angelica,” said Saint-John, in a low
tone to her. ‘¢ You have only to say the word.”

¢I think I had better give up the gilt charrot, and the fat
coachman,” sighed Angelica, looking down.

“You 'll be a great deal happier and healthier if you continue
to get up at five o’clock of a morning, to help Dolly to milk the”
cows, Jelly,” said Mrs. Hyde, ‘‘than if you were to lie a-bed till
eleven or twelve, and then get up with the vapours and a head-
ache; and Tom the farming lad will wait upon you as well as the
little black boy; and as to the chayney gimcracks and monsters,
I’m sure my delf is pretticr by half, and my pewter plates brighter
than any silver; and if you must ride, you know you can always
have the cart and the old mare; or if you want to go to Thaxted,
Phil Tredget will be too happy to give you a seat behind him on
the pillion. You seem to have forgotten poor Phil.”

““No, I haven’t,” replied Angelica, with a look of mingled
vexation and shame, and who had vainly endcavoured to check her
mother’s loquacity; ¢I think of him as much as he deserves. But
nobody knows him here.”
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«He ’s as honest alad as any in Essex,” said Mrs.Hyde; ¢ and
as good-looking, too, though I say it to you, Mr. Masham, who ’re
an Essex gentleman yourself. He’s about your height, Sir; but
agood deal broader across the shoulders, and with fine curly
auburn hair, with a red tinge in it.”

«It’s as red as carrots,” cried Angelica.

¢ Oh, I 've no doubt he has the advantage of me immeasurably,”
replied Masham, laughing heartily.

«“ And so you ’ve given your heart to Phil Tredget, eh — An-
gelica?” inquired Saint-John.

¢Not quite,” she replied, blushing.

«Then Phil deceived himself, strangely, Jelly,” rejoined her
mother.

¢“I didn’t know my own mind then,” said Angelica, witha
furtive glance at Saint-John.

«“To be sure not,” he replied, with a meaning look. ‘ Well,
since you 've finished breakfast, Masham, we’ll proceed to business.
Pray amuse yourselves here in the best way you can, ladies, till I
send Mr. Hyde to you.” So saying he arose, and accompanied by
his two friends, quitted the room.

‘“What do you mean to do with the girl?” asked Maynwaring,
as they issued into the street.

¢ Faith, I don’t know,” replied Saint-John; ¢ but sheis devil-
ish pretty.”

Maynwaring acquiesced in the opinion, and quitted them at
the corner of King-street, while the two others proceeding to Mr.
Harley’s residence, in Saint James’s Square, were without diffi-
culty ushered into his presence.

They found Harley alone, and engaged in writing. - His looks
were troubled, and after congratulating Masham on the result ot
the duel, he took Saint-John into an inner room, and said to him
—*This arrest of Greg gives me great uneasiness. I have been
revolving the matter all the morning, and am still full of perplexity.”

¢ Have you in any way trusted him?” asked Saint-John.

¢No,” replied Harley; “but it is impossible to say what the
villain has done. He may have opened my boxes — my letters;
and secrets of vital importance may have become known towm?®
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“‘Rest easy,” replied Saint-Jobn. < No credit will be attache
o any statements he may make, unless borne out by proof.”

*But I fear be kas proof,” replied Harley. “‘I have examinel
the escritoir in which I keep my secret papers, and there isont
packet missing, which if it should fall into the hands of Godolphis
and Marlborough, would ruin me.”

«Cursedly unlucky, indeed!” exclaimed Saint-John. “I
would almost recommend a flight to France.”

*“No, [ will stay and confront the danger whatever it may be."
replied Harley. ¢ Would I could know the worst! But [ dart
not hold any communication with Greg.”

The silence into which both feil was broken by the entranceo §
the usher, who said that Parson Hyde was in the ante-room, and
begged an immediate interview with Mr. Harley, his busines
being of the utmost importance.

“Show him in at once,” cried the secretary. ‘‘As this man
was arrested with Greg, we shall now probably learn something,”
he added to Saint-John, as the usher left the room.

The next moment, Hyde was introduced.

“You have heard of my arrest, gentlemen, I presume?” k
said, bowing respectfally.

‘“'We have, Sir,” answered Harley; ‘‘and are glad to see you
at liberty.”

¢« My detention was the result of misrepresentation, as it turns
out,” the divine replied; ‘‘but the consciousness of innocentt

- supported me ; and my confinement for the night in the Gatehoust
has been the sole inconvenience I have endured.”

<“But what of your fellow-prisoner, Greg? Has he beenre- |
leased too?”’ *lned Harley, bastily.

““No, Siry" returned Hyde; *‘nor is he likely to be released,
as far as I can learn. It is on his account I have come to you.”

““Well, Sir, proceed. What have you to say concerning him?" §i
demanded Harley.

*“Iscarcely know how to justify what I have done,” replied
Hyde; ““butI could not refuse to aid a friend in misfortune. As
1 have said, I was locked up in a chamber at the Gatehouse with
my poor friend, and as soon as the door was closed upon us, be

.
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=xtorted from me, by urgent solicitations, a promise to do him a
service, provided I was set at liberty, which he foresaw I should
e, the first thing in the morning. This was to go to the Marquis
3e Guiscard, whose address in Pall Mall he gave me, and to tell
2im what had happened.”

“Is that all?” cried Harley, impatiently.

“No, 8ir,” replied Hyde. ¢ He bade me tell the marquis to
>pen a small box which he had entrusted to his care a few days ago,
and with its contents purchase safety for him from you.” (

¢ That box contains the missing packet, I’ll be sworn,” whis-
pered Harley to Saint-John. ¢ Well,Sir,” he added to the divine,
*¢you went to the marquis, I sappose — butyou did not see him.
He has been wounded in a duel, this morning.”

‘Pardon me, Mr. Harley,” replied Hyde; ‘I did see him.
Dn learning that I wished to speak with him, the marquis caused
me to be introduced to his bedside, and dismissed his attendants.
[then delivered poor Greg’s message to him, upon which he in-
stantly rang for his French valet, and bade him take a small box
from a cabinet to which he pointed, and break it open. This was
done, and a packet of letters was found within it. Havingexamined -
them, the marquis’s countenance brightened up, and he cried,
‘A thousand thanks, reverend Sir! You have done me infinitely
more good than the surgeon who has just quitted me. These
letters will save our poor friend, and I am glad ofit. Butdomea
farther favour. Go to Mr. Harley, and tell him as he values
himself, to come to me instantly. I would go to him, but I cannot
guit my chamber, and not a moment is to be lost. Observe the
greatest caution.” And with a few words more, he Wissed me.
This is all I have to relate.” ‘

< And enough, too,” muttered Saint-John. ¥

«The marquis is the dupe of some trickery on the part of
Greg, I fear,” said Harley, vainly trying to mask his uneasiness.

i« Nevertheless, I will comply with his request.”

“You will do well,” obscrved Saint-John; ¢for though I
:annot conceive how these letters can serve Greg, yet it may be
lesirable to see them. You will find your wife and daughter at my
10use in Baint James’s-place, hard by, Mr.Hyde; and asthey

Saint James’s. 9% &

»
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have heen much alarmed by your arrest, it will be kind in youto
set their minds at ease as soon as possible. You can make mj
bouse your home for the present.”

‘I return you my humble thanks, Sir,” replied Hyde, bowing
respectfully, and quitting the room.

«I will go to this rascal marquis at once,” said Harley. “I
shall have to buy these letters dearly, — but buy them I will. I
have a plan which I think will succeed. Remain with Masham, my
dear friend, till Ireturn. Ishall notbe long.”

CHAPTER XVIIL

The price paid for the letters.

FoLLowED by a queen’s-messenger, whom he had hastily sun-
moned, and to whom he gave certain instructions, Harley pro- §%
ceeded to Pall Mall. On arriving at the marquis’s, he posted the
messenger near the door, and knocking, was admitted by the
grinning and obsequious Bimbelot, who, in reply to his inquiries,
-informed him that his master was somewhat easier, but expectiog
the honour of a visit fromMr. Harley, hoped he would excuse beitg
shown to his bed-room, as he was unable to leave it. With these,
and many more apologies, the valet led the way, with much cere-
mony to a most luxurious chamber, in which stood a large canopy-
bed with brocade hangings, a superbly-appointed toilette table, J'

" a cheval-glass, hung with muslin, two magnificent wardrobes,
and a range of peruke-stands. Over the chimney-piece wasa
fine picture of the Judgment of Paris, and there were other pieces
of a similar nature hung about the room. On a couch, and
partly covered by a loose silk dressing-gown, lay the marquis.
‘The swarthy hue of his complexion had given place to a deathly
pallor, and, notwithstanding Bimbelot’s assurance that he was free
from pain, he seemed to suffer intensely. He made an effort,
however, to raise himself slightly on Harley’s appearance, begged
him to be seated, and motioned the valet to retire.

‘“Iamglad to see you, Mr. Harley,” he said, with a smile,
which communicated a sinister effect to his ghastly features; “I '

e
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was sure you would come. You have been told by the worthy
clergyman I despatched to you what has happened?”

1 have been informed by him that certain letters which I
lave reason to believe have been purloined from my escritoir by
the villain Greg, have come into your possession,” replied the
secretary. ‘‘Isitnotso?”

«Itis,” rejoined Guiscard. *‘ Those letters, which are of the
last importance, as proving that a correspondence subsists between
one of Queen Anne’s ministers and an exiled royal family, were
entrusted to me by the poor devil you mention, who now wishes
me to make terms by means of them for his safety; but I need
scarcely say I require them for myself.”

"“‘You are sufficiently unscrupulous, I am aware, marquis,”
replied Harley, bitterly.

‘“Would you do otherwise if you were similarly circum-
stanced, Mr. Secretary?” rejoined Guiscard, in a derisive tone.
‘“But to the point. No matter how obtained, these documents
are in my possession. Greg's arrest may possnbly compromise me,
though I think I have provided against all contingencies. But with
these letters I can purchase perfect security from Godolphin and
Marlborough, so that I have no further uneasiness. Before doing
so, however, I offer them to you, as they are of more value to you
than to any other person.”

¢‘Let me hear the price you put upon them?” said Harley,
coldly.

““First, protection to myself,” replied Guiscard, ‘‘in case
Greg’s examination should at all implicate me.”

¢ Accorded,” rejoined the secretary. ¢ 'What more?”

<Secondly, the hand of Abigail Hill,” said the marquis.

““Refused,” replied Harley, in a determined tone.

<Then I shall be compelled to treat with your enemies,” said
Guiscard.

¢“Now hear me, marquis,” rejoined Harley — ¢ those letters
must be mine, and upon my own terms. Knowing with whom I
have to deal, I have taken measures accordingly. A queen’s-
messenger awaits my orders at your door, and I have only to speak
the word, and your instant arrest will follow. This will efiectonl\g

. ot o
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prevent you from negotiating with Godolphin and Marlborough;
and even if the letters should be laid before the council, I have
little fear of the consequences, so well am I provided against every
difficulty. Like a prudent man, therefore, you will weigh the
chances, and seeing on which side the advantage preponderates,
will incline that way. What I offer is this — freedom from your
present jeopardy, and two thousand pounds.”

And, as he spoke, he produced a pocket-book, and opening
it, displayed a roll ofbank-notes. Guiscard leaned back his head,
and appeared to reflect.

I would as lieve perish, as yield Abigail to that accursed
Masham,” he cried at length, with a frightful expression of hatred
and bodily anguish.

¢8he will be his in any case,” replied Harley; ¢ and yow
wisest, and indeed only course, will be to abandon all idea of
her, and instantly close with my proposition." b

¢¢Say three thousand,” rejoined Guiscard; *‘your post is well
worth that sum, and you are certain to lose it, if not your head, if
these letters are given up. Say three thousand, and I consent.”

I have gone as far as I care to go, and further than I need
have gone,” replied Harley, closing the pocket-book. *‘Make
up your mind at once. Mine is made up already.”

And he arose from his seat, as if with the intention of leavig
the room.

I have your solemn pledge for my own safety?” sai
Guiscard.

““8o far as I can secure it — undoubtedly,” replied the se-
cretary.

““Then here are the letters,” said the marquis, delivenng the
packet to him.

¢¢ And here are the notes,” replied the other, handing him io
exchange the pocket-book.

And while the one examined the letters, to see that they were
all right, the other told over the notes. Both were apparently
satisfied with their scrutiny.

““You need fear no revelations from Greg, Mr. Harley,” said
Guiscapd. **Your enemies no doubt will attempt to tamper with

o
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ut I will give him to understand, through Parson Hyde,
implicity will render him a capital agent, that his sole hope
ve depends upon his silence. The gallows will set all to
Leave him to me.”

dieu, marquis,” replied Harley. ¢ You have seldom made
r hit — even at hazard — than this, and it may console
your defeat by Masham, and for the loss of Abigail.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

cene in the Queen’s ante-chamber. — Masham is banished from
court for three months.

:LEY’S triumphant looks on his return announced his suc-
Saint-John; and after a word or two in private, theysepa-
relieved of much of the anxiety that had previously op-
them, — the one to return home, and the other to repair
isham to Saint James’s Palace.

arriving there, they were conducted to the ante-room of
en’s private apartments, where they found Abigail and
ivers. The manner of the former was much more cold and
ined towards Masham than he expected, and somewhat
erted Harley.

have just left her majesty, Mr. Masham,” she said. ¢‘She
rd of your duel with the Marquis de Guiscard, and is much
d atit. She expressed herself so strongly on the subject to
at I feel I am hazarding her favour in consenting to see you

‘T had been aware of it, I would not have exposed you to any
sk,” replied Masham, much piqued. ‘‘And I will in-
relieve you from further responsibility.”

hat is not at all what Abigail intends, Mr. Masham,” cried
ivers, bursting into a laugh; ‘‘and if you were not a very
nan, you would not require to be told so. She only wishes
uanderstand that she would rather displease the queen than
you.”

mean wo such thing, Lady Rivers?” said Abigail, pet-
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*“Then what do you mean, my dear?” rejoincd Lady Rivers;
¢ for I 'm sure you were dying for an interview with Mr. Masham
just now, aod since you ’ve got your wish, you almost tell him
to go.”

*On my soul, you are enough to drive a man to distraction, §
cousin,” added Harley; ‘‘and I thank my stars I am not in lovw
with you. Youseem to blame Masham for this duel, when you
know, or ought to know, that you were the cause of it.”

““Exactly what her majesty says,” replied Abigail. “She
rates me as if I could have helped it; while nobody knows bettet
than Mr. Masham, that he did not consult me when he went o
fight.” - :

“No; but he consulted your reputation, cousin,” sai
Harley.

«¢I can take care of that myself,” replied Abigail; *¢and itwil
be time enough for Mr. Masham to fight for me, when I elect him
my champion. What will the whole court say to it. It will be
buzzed about that these rivals, like knights of old, have fought
for me, and that I mean to give myself to the conqueror. Butl
will disappoint them. I will do no such thing. Mr. Masham,
I'll be bound, thought more of the effect which this duel would
produce upon me than of punishing the marquis for his insolent
vaunt. Such chivalrous motives are quite out of date.”

‘It may be so,” replied Masham; ‘‘but unless I have wholly
mistaken myself, I was actuated by a better motive than you give
me credit for. It was love for you, Abigail, that made me resent
the manner in which your name was used. I believed the marquis
spoke falsely, andItold him so.”

_ The earnestness with which this speech was uttered, dispelled
all Abigail’s coquetry of manner, as a sudden gust of wind might
disperse a rack of clouds hanging over the moon. She trembled,
and cast down her eyes. Seeing her emotion, and attributingit®
its right cause, Lady Rivers and Harley withdrew to a windov,
and looked out into the palace-gardens.

“They are likely to come to an understanding now, I thiok,"
observed the secretary, in a low tone.

““Very likely,” replied the lady, with a smile.
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‘I cannot carry on this deception further, Mr. Masham,” said
bigail, atlength. ¢‘I have trifled with you too long. It is true
¢ queen is angry, but that is nothing to me. Thinking you
ould come here, flushed with your success, and anticipating an
(ually easy conquest over me, I determined to treat you as I have
me — lightly. But I find that vanity forms no part of your com-
)sition, and it would be unfeeling to pursue such a course further.
am fully sensible of your devotion, and return it. We shall have
» more misunderstandings now, depend upon it. Nor shall I
qain play the coquette — at least, with you.” '

¢“Nor with any one else, ifI can preventit,” replied Masham,
1eeling, and snatching her hand, which he pressed rapturously
hislips. “‘You are a matchless creature.”

At this juncture, the inner door opened, and the queen, at-
nded by Prince George of Denmark, issued from it. Masham
istantly sprang to his feet, but not before his situation had been
'marked by the royal pair. )

A slight smile passed over the prince’s countenance, and he
anced at the queen, but her majesty, whose strict notions of
iquette were greatly outraged, did not respond to it. Masham
owed profoundly to hide bis confusion; Abigail blushed, and
moned herself; Prince George took a prodigious pinch of snuff,
»prevent himself from laughing outright; while Lady Rivers and
larley returned from the window.

T am somewhat surprised to see you here, Mr. Masham,” said
ae queen, gravely, ‘after the disregard you have shown to my
rishes.”

‘I am not aware that I have disobeyed your majesty,” replied
be young equerry.

‘“‘You have paid little heed, then, to what was said, Sir,”
ejoined the queen, the cloud gathering more darkly on her brow.
‘Having sufficiently interested myself in you to express a desire
hat you should not meet the Marquis de Guiscard , I scarcely ex-
rected you would so soon afterwards provoke another quarrel with
lim, the result of which has been a meeting this morning, %
bich, Iunderstand, he has been wounded.”
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‘“The intelligence came from Marlborough House, I 'll be
sworn,” said Harley, aside. ¢ The devil is not more malicious
than that woman.”

“Isitso, Sir?” demanded the queen, sharply.

I cannot deny it, Madam,” replied Masham. ‘I did pro-
voke Guiscard, and I have met him.”

¢* The marquis had used my name most unwarrantably,” said
Abigail. ¢‘He deserved his chastisement.”

¢“For Heaven’s sake, don’t draw down the queen’s resent-
ment on yourself,” whispered Harley. ¢ You will put your ovn
place in jeopardy.”

“I will risk anything rather than he shall be wrongfully
treated!” she replied, in the same tone.

“Faith! your majesty is too hard upon the young man,” io-
terposed the good-natured Prince George, in a whisper to the
queen — ‘‘sadly too hard. I’m sure his disregard of your wishes
proceeded from inadvertence — sheer inadvertence.”

‘“He shall be taught stricter attention in future,” replied the
queen. ‘I am determined to mark my disapprobation of the
practice of duelling, and this young man shall be made the first
example.” )

¢“Nay, Madam,” entreated the prince.

“I have said it,” rejoined the queen, in a tone calculated to
put an end to further discussion. *‘Mr. Masham,” she added,
*“his highness will dispense with your attendance for the next
three months, and you will avail yourself of the opportunity to
visit your family in Essex, or to travel during the time.”

‘I understand your majesty,” replied Masham, bowing.  “I
am banished from court for that period.”

Anne made a slight movement of the head, in assent, and
Prince George consoled himself with a prolonged pinch of snuff.

‘“This is the first time I have known your majesty unjust,”
said Abigail.

““Cousin, be advised,” whispered Harley.

“‘Perhaps you will also call me unjust, ADEal] sl b
queen, ‘‘when I say, thatifany one of my ttendants grea sy



137

ker hand without my consent, she will by so doing vacate her
place, and forfeit my favour for ever.”

Abigail was about to reply, but a slight pressure upon her
arm checked her. The next moment, the adroit secretary passed
over to Masham, and whispered to him — < It is proper for you,
after what has occurred, to withdraw.”

The young equerry instantly advanced to Prince George,
kissed the hand which was graciously extended to him, and ma-
king a profound obeisance to the queen, was about to retire, when
Abigail stopped him,

«JI pray your majesty, suffer Mr. Masham to remain a mo-
ment longer,” she said. ‘I have a boon to beg of jou in his
presence.”

¢If you ask her consent now,” whispered Harley, *you will
fail. Another time — another time!”

¢«Mr. Masham, you may go,” said Abigail, blushing, and
in confusion.

¢*“Nay, since you have called him back, my dear, it is but
fair he should hear what you have to say,” remarked Prince
George, whose good-nature frequently outran his discretion.

¢ Your majesty has just said, that if any one of your attend-
ants.gives away her hand without your consent, she will forfeit
your f4vour for ever,” hesitated Abigail.

«Precisely the words I used,” replied Anne, ‘‘But what
have they to do with Mr. Masham? I hope,” she continued, in
a severe tone, ‘ you have not already taken this step without con-
sulting me.”

¢ Assuredly not, Madam,” rejoined Abigail, recovering her
composure, and disregarding the gestures of Harley, ‘‘and
though I may have chosen a very unfortunate moment for the re-
quest, yet I will veature to entreat your gracious permission to
answer in the affirmative, in case Mr. Masham should put a par-
ticular question to me.”

**I must consider of it,” replied the queen, coldly.

““Faith, I'm sorry I called the young man back,” cried the
prince. *“Good day t'ye, Masham — good day t’ye!” he con-
tinued, accompanying the equerry to the door. ‘L hoge hex
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majesty will be in a better humour when we next meet. Three
months isit, eh? I’ll try and get the term shortened. But never
mind — soon be over — soon over. And as to Abigail, I’ll stand
your friend. So don’t despair — don’t despair. Good day!”
And he pushed him gently out of the room.

As soon as the prince returned, the queen took his arm, and
was about to re-enter the private apartments when Abigail ad-
vanced towards her.

“‘Does your majesty require my attendance?’’ she asked.

“Not now,” replied Anne, regarding her with a look of
greater displeasure than she had ever before evinced towards her.
And she disappeared with her august consort.

“This it is to serve a queen,” cried Abigail, bursting into
tears, and falling upon Lady Rivers’s neck.

““You have to thank yourself for much that has occurred,”
said Harley. ¢‘But the duchess is at the bottom of all.”

<“She is,” replied Abigail, looking up; ‘‘but she shall not
profit by her malice. The present turn is hers: the next shall be
mine.”

‘“There I am with you, cousin,” cried Harley, grasping her
hand, warmly. <It will be your own fault if you do not place
Masham as high as the proudest noble that presses to Saint
James’s. Recollect, the fortune of John Churchill was made by
Sarah Jennings.”

“Meantime, I am in disgrace, and Masham is banished,”
sighed Abigail.

““Both affairs of a moment,” replied Harley. ¢ The wind
that blows against us to-day will shift to-morrow. Like the Ro-
man general, we will turn defeat into a victory.”

CHAPTER XIX.

The serjeant’s ‘‘drum.”

I TELL You what it is, Proddy,” said the serjeant as they
sat together over a bowl of punch at the Marlborough’s Head, in
Rider-street — a house patronised by Scales, as well on account
of the ensign it bore, as of the admirable quality of the liquors

\
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dispensed at it — ‘I tell you what 4t is. I’'m pleased with the
way in which those two Mounseers behaved this morning.”

¢“S8oam1I,” replied Proddy. ‘‘I’m particularly pleased with
Bavagejohn. I hated him at first — but one always begins by
hating. I disliked you consumedly once, serjeant.”

¢X’ve been thinking the matter over,” said Scales, who was
®oo much engrossed by his own meditations to pay attention to the
©oachman’s remarks; ‘“and I ’m resolved to invite ’em to a dance.
X know it’ll please our women, and it’s sure to be to the taste of
the Mounseers They ’re a merry nation, the French, I will say
that for ’em.”

I ’m very fond of dancing myself serjeant; and a tolerably
®ood dancer too, though you would hardly think it,” observed
Proddy, laying down his pipe, and executing a step or two.
“Before I grew so stout I could get through a jig as well as any
man. There,” he added, cutting a caper, and pmsmg himself
on one foot — ‘“ what do you think of that?”’

¢ Capital!” exclaimed Scales. *‘This decides me. We ’ll
have a hop this night week. The quality call a party of this kind
a drum, though why I don’t know, for I never heard of any
drumminog at their routs; butif I issue invitations to a drum, as
I'mean to do, it’ll be all right and proper, for the only music my
guests will get will be such as I myself can produce from a couple
of sticks and a piece of parchment.”

<t And famous rattlin’ music too, serjeant,” rejoined Proddy.
‘‘Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-rara! Call it a drum, by all means.”

‘I don’t know but I may get Tom Jiggins, the fifer of our re-
giment, to accompany me,” said the serjeant, after a moment’s
reflection; ‘‘and in that case we’ll keep you alive, for Tom’s a
first-rate performer. It wont be the first time the Mounseers have
danced to the music of the fife and drum, eh, Proddy?”

*“‘Not by a good many,” replied the coachman, chuckling;
‘“and to a pretty quick movement, too, if our gazettes speak
truth. But we 've concluded a truce now, serjeant; so we must
bave no more jesting. This night week, you say?”

*“This night week,” replied Scales. ¢ Of course you ’li
come?”
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«If I'm in the land o’ the livin’, of course I will,” replied
Proddy; ¢‘we 're two inseparables now. What ’s your hour?"”

«“Oh! you’ll see that in the card,” said Scales. *‘You ’ll have
an invitation — all reg’lar. But I should say eight, or there-
abouts; and if you 're too genteel to be punctual, don’t makeit
later than nine.”

“I’m always punctual, serjeant,” replied Proddy; ¢ever
man as holds a office under government is punctual.”

““Very right,” said Scales. ¢‘Come, there s just a glass
a-piece in the bowl. May we always be as successful as we "ve been
to-day! It’s time we were movin’. I hear the watchman bawlio'
out past ten o’clock. I pay.”

*“No, youdon't,” cried Proddy.

I tell you I do,” rejoined Scales, authoritatively. ¢ Here
drawer,” he added, flinging down a crown — “‘ here ’s your dues.
Now, comrade, right foot foremost.” And they marched forth
arm in arm , — Proddy strutting as usual, and thrusting out his
chin, and the serjeant whistling Marlbrook.

Next morning, as he sat at breakfast with the rest of the
household, in the servant's hall at Marlborough House, Scales
intimated his intention of giving the drum in the course of the
following week ; and the announcement was received with unani-
mous applause by the whole assemblage, and with especial de-
light by Mesdames Plumpton and Tipping.

““Well, Ideclare, serjeant,” cried the first-mentioned lad)
—“adrum! whata charmin’ idea! And how impropriate to you
perfession. My heart quite beats at the thought of it.”

““So genteel too!” added Mrs. Tipping. ¢ So different fron
a vulgar hop, as they call such things in the city. Ladies o
quality give nothing but drums, now-a-days.”

¢¢Glad the notion meets with your approval, ladies,” rejoinec
the serjeant. ¢‘As Mrs. Plumpton observes, I think it is impro-
priate. I’ll do my best to amuse you.”

““You ’ve only to drum to amuse me, serjeant,” said Mrs.

Plampton.
““Plumpton ’s sure to take the words oul of 3 body's mews
cried Mrs. Tipping, sharply.
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<1 feel the compliment just as much as if it had been uttered,
Mrs. Tipping,” observed the serjeant, gallantly. ‘‘His grace
you think will have no objection to the party, Mr. Fishwick?” he
added, appealing to the cook.

“XI’ll answer for his grace,” replied Fishwick; ‘‘and I’ll
answer also for his gracious permission to provide a good supper.”

¢ As you answer for the solids, I’ll answer for the fluids, Mr.
Fishwick,” said the portly Mr. Peter Parker, the butler, with a
knowing wink. ¢‘You shall have a bottle or two of wine from my
own cupboard, and you shall also have such a bowl of punch as
you never tasted before. Mrs. Plumpton, I dare say, will lend
me the great blue china bowl that stands in the housckeeper’s
room to brew it in, so that we can have plenty.” .

<That I will,” replied Mrs. Plumpton; ‘‘and as you all con-
tribute something to the feast, I ’ll add a flask of usquebaugh,
that was given me by — by — 1 forget whom.”

¢« By your late husband, most likely,” suggested Mrs. Tipping,
with a sneer. “‘Well, I don’t think 7 shall contribute anything
but my company.”

¢“Nothing more is needed,” replied Scales, gallantly.

¢«Of course, you mean to invite Mr. Proddy, serjeant?” said
Mrs. Plumpton. “‘He s such a dear little man!”

«Of course,” replied Scales; ‘‘and to please Mrs. Tipping, I
shall ask Mounseer Bambyloo, the Marquis de Guiscard’s gentle-
man, and his friend Corporal Achilles Sauvageon, — both mag-
nificent dancers.”

¢“Quite unnecessary to invite ’em on my account, serjeant,”
replied Mrs. Tipping. ¢ However, I shall be glad to meet any
friends of yours.”

Soon after this, the serjeant retired to his own room, and with
some difficulty, wrote out a number of cards, which were des—
patched by a trusty messenger, and in due time brought respon-
ses in the affirmative from most of the parties invited.

Later on in the day, Fishwick came to inform him that the
duke had not only given his full consent to the entertainment, but
had expressed a hope that it would pass off pleasantly.

¢ Did thegeneral say so?” cried Scales, in a transportof de\ighn.
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‘““Well, it ’s just like him. Bless his kind, good heart! No
wonder his soldiers love him so much, Fishwick, and fight s0
well for him. 1t ’s a pleasure to die for such a commander.”

Some little talk was then held between them as to the arrange-
ments of the night, and they separated with a conviction thatthe §
drum would go off remarkably well.

The six intervening days wore away, and the seventh arrived.
During the morning, the serjeant’s countenance was charged with
uowonted importance. He had undertaken a task of which bt
evidently felt the magnitude. He was continually going backwards
and forwards into the kitchen, and giving directions in a low tone
to the scullions. Then he withdrew to furbish his accoutrements,
to practise a little on the drum, and hum a song in a low key.
Abhout noon, Tom Jiggins, the fifer, arrived, and made his way
at once to the serjeant’s room, where they were shut up together
till dinner-time, rehearsing, it would seem from the sounds they
produced, the dances of the night. A gaant, hard-featured little
fellow was Tom Jiggins; not unlike the serjeant himself, on a small
scale. He had a long nose, a very long upper lip,and a long chinin
continuation. And he made the most of his size, standiog as high
as five feet would allow him. His eyes had the set stare peculiar to
performers on wind instruments and cod-fishes. Jiggins was
dressed in the regimental uniform — blue, with white cuffs and
facings, and wore a broad white belt across his left shoulder, to
which was attached by a cord the case containing his fife. The
opposite hip sustained a sword. A cap, and powdered wig with
a long tail, completed his accoutrements. Dinner over, the fifer
and the serjeant had another rehearsal, after which they esteemed
themselves perfect, and whiled away the rest of the afternoon over
a mug of ale and a pipe.

Evening at last approached, and the business of the day being
over, active preparations were made for the Drum. The kitchen
was cleared out, and lighted up by candles placed upon the chim-
ney-piece, dresser, and plate-shelves; and at a quarter before
eight o’clock, when the serjeant and Jiggins entered, all was
ready. Just as the clock struck the appointed hour, a scuffling
sound was heard in the passage, and the next moment, Mrs.
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Plampton and Mrs. Tipping rushed into the room together; both
Yooking very red and very angry.

““You ’re excessive rude, Plumpton, to pushso,” cried Mrs.
Tipping. “I declare you ’ve quite disarranged my dress.”

«8erve you right, too,” replied Mrs. Plumpton, sharply.
‘“‘You shouldn’t have tried to take proceedings of me. You ’ve
almost pulled off my cap and pinners.”

¥ wish I had,” rejoined Mrs. Tipping — *‘and your wig into
the bargain.”

«“Ladies,” said the serjeant, ‘‘let me entreat, that on this
evening, at least, we may have no quarrelling. You ’‘re both
beautifully dressed and would be 1rresnsl.lble if you didn’t look
quite so cross.’ ®

This had the desired effect. Peace was instantly restored.
Mrs. Tipping obligingly arranged Mrs. Plumpton’s head-dress,
and Mrs. Plumpton pinned up Mrs. Tipping’s gown. Both were
very finely dressed — the one exhibiting her buxom person in
crimson silk, and the other her trim little figure in orange-coloured
satin.

Soon after this, Fishwick, Parker, Timperley, and the rest
of the household, male and female, amounting to more than a
dozen, flocked into the kitchen, and were welcomed by the ser-
jeant, who had a hearty greeting for every one of them. He had
scarcely gone the round, when Timperley, who was stationed at
the door to usher in the guests, announced ‘‘Mr. Proddy and
friend.”

Habited in his full-dress coat of crimson velvet-plush, striped
with yellow, and bound with gold, with a waistcoat to match,
and having a large muslin cravat tied loosely round his throat,
the coachman presented a very imposing appearance. Marching
up to Scales, he said, ‘‘Serjeant, allow. me to present to you
Mr. Mezansene — a young gentleman who has just been honoured
with a place in her majesty’s household, and who is desirous of
making your acquaintance. I have taken the liberty of bringing
him with me.”

““No liberty at all, Proddy,” replied the serjeant; ‘“you did
quite right.  Glad to see you, Sir.” And he shook hands heartiy
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with Mezansene, who was a tall, slight, and gracefally foraed
young man, with very good features, except that, like the st
jeant, he had a broad black patch across his nose, and anod
somewhat smaller patch on the left cheek. He was clothed int#
royal livery, and wore a full-bottomed, well-powdered wig.

“You have been in the wars as well as myself, Mr. M
sene,” observed the serjeant, in reference to the other’s patchs

“These cuts were given me in the street the pther nightby
party of those wild rakes, who call themselves Mohocks, serjeant,
replied Mezansene.

“I know the Mohocks well, and nice blades they are,”
served the serjeant. ‘I should like to make some of ’em run
gauntlet for their pranks. That yqgng man’s face is familiar
me,” he continued to Proddy, as Mezansene walked towards Mrs-
Plumpton and Mrs. Tipping, who were standing near the fire; “I
suppose I have seen him at the palace.”

““No, you can scarcely have seen him there, serjeant,” replis!
Proddy, ¢ for be only entered the household a few days ago. M
came in place of Mr. Chillingworth, one of the servants, who wi
taken suddenly ill, and allowed to provide a substitute. I ma
him in the guard-chamber to-day, and was so pleased with ki

" manners, that I offered to bring him here.”

Before the serjeant could reply, Timperley announced, Mr
Needler Webb, the Earl of Sunderland’s gentleman, and Mrs.
Loveday, the countess of Bridgewater’s lady's-maid. A coat of
green embossed velvet, which had very recently been the property
of his noble master — a laced satin waistcoat, pink silk hose, and
shoes with red heels, constituted Mr. Needler Webb’s attire.
He affected a rakish air, and was very much bepatched and per-
fumed. Mrs. Loveday was equally gaily attired, and droppinga
curtsey to the ground in reply to the serjeant’s bow, joined the
other ladies. Next came Mr. Prankard, Lord Ryalton’s chief
valet, another smart fellow; and after him, a smarter fellow still,
Mr. Lascelles, Lord Ross’s gentleman. Then came Lady Rivers’s
lady’s-maid, Mrs. Semple, and Lady Di Cecil’s maid, Mrs.
Clerges. Half-a-dozen more arrivals occurred, and the room pre-
sented a rather crowded appearance, when Bimbelot and Sauve-
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gton were announced. With a mincing gait the vain little French
valet advanced towards the serjeant, and then bowed to the ladies.
It was easy to see that he thought himself the best-bred, the best-
dressed, and the best-looking person in the room. His master
being still confined to his couch from the effects of the duel, Bim-
belot thought it a good opportunity of wearing his full-dress suit,
and accordingly he appeared in a coat of scarlet cloth bound with
gold, a magnificent waistcoat, a campaign wig, alaced cravat and
ruffles. The splendour of his attire won him the admiration of
the fairer portion of the company, which he was not slow to per-
ceive, but ogled them very familiarly all round, kissing his hand,
grinning, bowing, and chattering. As to Sauvageon, he con-
tented himself with talking tagProddy.

Mulled wine and biscuits were next handed round, and shortly
afterwards, the serjeant took possession of a stool at the upper
end of the room, and beat a call, while Jiggins perched himself on
a chair behind him. This was understodd to be the signal for
dancing, and the ball was opened by a minuet, in which Bimbelot
and Mrs. Loveday, and Needler Webb and Mrs. Clerges were the
performers; and in spite of the shrillness of the music, which
was not exactly in unison with the grave measure of the dance, the
two couples not only acquitted themselves to their own satisfaction,
but to that of everybody else. Mezansene and Mrs. Semple next
stood up for a rigadoon, and executed it with so much spirit, that
an encore was called for.

“Qui est ce jeuane homme 1A, sergent?” inquired Bimbelot.
“Il ressemble diablement & quelqu’un de mes amis, mais qui, je
ne peux pas rappeller.”

I ’m quite as much perplexed as you are, Bamby,” replied
8cales. *‘For the life of me I can’t make out who he is like. I'H
ask him when an opportunity offers.”

It occurred immediately afierwards. The young man having
quitted his partner, came towards them.

¢“Mr. -Mezansene,” said Scales, ‘‘Bamby and 1 hawe dw-
covered a great resemblance between you and —

“Whom?” demanded the other, with a s\ight statt.
Saint James's. A0
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¢“Nay, don’t be alarmed. Between you and a friend of ours,
whose name we can’t at this moment recollect. Have you ever
been thought like anybody?”

¢“Not that I 'm aware of,” replied Mezansene, carelessly.
‘But it 's very possible.”

¢‘Mezansene — c’est un nom francms Monsmur * cried
Bimbelot. *‘Vous tes mon compatriote.”

¢*Pas tout-a-fait, Monsieur,” replied Mezansene; ‘‘mais ma
mére était Frangaise.”

¢« Ah! c’est assez — c’est assez,” cried Bimbelot, embracing
him. ¢ Jétois sur que vous étiez Francais — vous étes si beau —
vous dansez si légérement — je suis er de vous, mon ami.”

And tapping him on the breast, he led him to Sauvageon, who
upon being introduced to him, appeared equally enchanted with
him.

Meantime, a cotillon had been called for; then followed a jig,
in which Proddy and Mrs. Plumpton distinguished themselves,
occasioning immense laughter by their extraordinary and unex-
pected agility; after that succeeded the fine old dance of ““the
hay;” and after a breathing-pause had been allowed, and refresh-
ments handed round, the pretty and animating cushion-dance
was performed — the serjeant drumming away all the while with
untiring spirit, and Jiggins only stopping now and then to wet his
whistle. The cushion-dance concluded, all sat down, and to be
sure, such flourishing of handkerchiefs, such puﬁing and blow-
ing, and such mopping of warm faces as followed! It was delect-
able to witness it, at least so thought the serjeant. In the midst
of it all, Mr. Parker marched into the kitchen, bearing an im-
mense howl (Mrs. Plumpton’s loan) of cold punch, which he pro-
ceeded to set down upon the dresser. The moment was admirably
chosen; and as large goblets of the cool and fragrant beverage
were handed round, it was pronounced to be more delicious than
neciar. And then the laughter and jokes that followed. Talk of

champagne! — the best champagne ever grown would not have
done jts duty half so well, or 80 quickly, 3sUnelhow) o yeesh.
our health, serjeant, in a glass ofit.
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Again the serjeant’s drum beats merily rat-a-tat, and again the
fife pours forth its shrilly notes. By this time all are in such tip-
top spirits that nothing but a country-dance will serve their turn,
and accordingly partners are instantly chosen, Proddy selecting
Mrs. Plumpton, Bimbelot Mrs. Tipping, Needler Webb Mrs.
Semple, Mezansene Mrs. Loveday, and the others suiting them-
selves as they can. In another instant all are in their places, form-
ing two lines, extending the whole length of the kitchen, the fifer
playing the lieveliest tune imaginable , and Scales coming in every
now and then, when required, with a most inspiriting rub-a-dub.
Proddy and Mrs. Plumpton lead off, and if they have distinguished
themselves in the jig, they surpass their former efforts now. Won-
derful is it to behold how lightly Proddy skips about, how he flies
down the middle, turns his partner, and winds, without giddiness
or apparent fatigue, through all the mazes and labyrinths of the
bewildering dance. Even Scales cannot refuse his applause, but
cheers him as he bounds along. And well is he seconded by Mrs.
Plumpton. She dances with astonishing lightness and energy,
and never flags for a moment till they reach the hottom, where a
couple of glasses of punch refresh them, and stimulate them to
new exertions. Bimbelot and Mrs. Tipping are soon beside them,
and in a marvellously short space of time, they find themselves at
the top once more.

-¢“Why, you ‘re not going down again, Proddy?" cried the
serjeant. :

““Yes, butI am though,” cried the coachman, throwing open
his coat, and displaying the full breadth of his chest, and the vo-
luminous glories of his striped waistcoat. ¢‘I wont be the first to
give in, I canpromise you. Blow away, fifer. Drum away, ser-
jeant. And do you, girl,” he added to a scullion who was stand-
ing on a chair near the fire-place, laughingly surveying the group,
< snuff those candles, and throw a little mere light on the subject.
Now, Bamby, my bey, stir your stumps!”

And as he spoke, he recommenced, with greater spirit than
ever, twirling about, and cutting all sorts of fantastic capers, while
his example was followed by Bimbelot, who was excited to a pitch
of the most hilarious enthusiasm. But the coachman was not de-

;i\ )
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stined to bring this second passage to an equally successful con-
clusion with the first. As he was in mid-career, a foot was put for-
ward, whether designedly or not could not be ascertained, but
down he came, dragging his partner with him, and upsetting Sau-
vageon and Needler Webb. But this was not all. Bimbelot and
Mrs. Tipping, who were following closely at his heels at a head-
long pace, found it impossible to stop, but tumbled over him,
while Mr. Lascelles and Mrs. Clerges tumbled over them, com-
pletely burying the poor coachman. Fortunately he was rescued
from his perilous position before he was quite suffocated; buta
stop was put to the dance, and Mr. Parker proposed that they
should adjourn to the supper, which awaited them in the ser-
vants’-hall — a proposition which was eagerly agreed to.

Amply bad Mr. Fishwick redeemed his promise to provide a
good supper, and the abundance and substantial character of the
repast, proved his perfect conception of the powers of those who
were to be its consumers. The centre of the table was occupied by
a large raised pie, shaped like a drum, on the top of which was
mounted a little baked model of the serjeant himself, pronounced
as “like as life” by Mrs. Plumpton and Mrs. Tipping, and so
accurately representing the original, that you might see the very
patch on his nose. At the upper end of the table, where the ser-
jeant sat of course, wds a noble sirloin of cold beef; and at the
other end was a gigantic barrel, or rather tub, of oysters. A goodly
ham, tongues, cold fowls, lobsters, and less substantial matters,
in the shape of sweets and jellies, constituted the remainder of the
repast. And if the cook had been bountiful in his supply of eat-
ables, the butler was not much behind him in a due provision of
drinkables. Jugs of punch were placed at short intervals, witha
bottle of wine between each, and a mighty tankard of hot-spiced
ale, with a toast floating in it, flanked the sirloin. Altogether,
the board presented as inviting an appearance as guests who had
earned famous appetites by healthful and agreeable exercise could
desire, and they gathered eagerly round it. Scales was supported

on either hand by Mrs. Plumpton and Mss. Tipping, and carved
away at the sirloin, as if he were hewing down e vanks S
enemy; while Fishwick faced him, 30d ok chasge of the e
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opening them with a rapidity only equalled by the quickness of
their disappearance. Then for a brief while was there silence,
broken only by the clatter of knives and forks; but as soon asa
few glasses of punch had been swallowed, the laughter and jest
broke forth anew, and with additional force, and were never after-
wards hushed — not even by the plates of toasted cheese that
followed the removal of the beef and oysters. The mighty tankard
then went round, exciting much merriment as it described its cir-
cuit, from the circumstance of Bimbelot and other gallants striving
to drink from the particular spots that had been pressed by the
sweet lips that had preceded them. Lastly, Mrs. Plumpton’s
bottle of usquebaugh was introduced, and proved peculiarly ac-
ceptable to those who thought the oysters sat rather coldly on the
stomach. The serjeant then rising, requested bumpers to be
filled all round, and with great earnestness, proposed, ‘‘The
Queen and the Duke of Marlborough!” The toast was drunk with
prodigious enthusiasm. After which Proddy got on a chair, and
calling out for fresh bumpers, proposed ¢ the giver of the drum,”
and in the hurrahs that followed it, unintentionally threw the con-
tents of his glass into Bimbelot’s face.

The serjeant returned thanks in a song, and seeing that the
spirits of his guests had reached a point of elevation, any increase
beyond which might be dangerous, suggested a return to the dan-
cing-room, and a movement was made thither accordingly. The
fifer played a country-dance, and Proddy would fain have re-
engaged Mrs. Plumpton, but Bimbelot had been beforehand with
him, which, together with the valet’s triumphant grin, so ex-
asperated the coachman, that he presently contrived to jostle the
Frenchman, and in doing so, pushed him rather forcibly against
Mezansene, who fancying the attack intentional, replied by a kick
so well applied, that it sent the little valet capering to the other
.end of the room. The dancers instantly stopped, and the serjeant
abandoning his drum, rushed to interpose. But all would not do.
Bimbelot was furious, and demanded instant satisfaction; upon
which Scales declared, if he fought anybody, he must fight him,
as he was determined to espouse Mezansene’s quarrel — the latter
being a stranger. The little Frenchman then turned W weeta
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upon the mediator, and affirmed that he displayed the grossest par-
tiality, and that sooner than not fight at all, after the outrageons
insult he had received, he would fighthim — a decision in which
he was confirmed by Sauvageon. Afler considerable altercation,
as no arrangement could be come to, the irate parties withdrewt
a back chamber, attended by the male portion of the assemblage,
when the serjeant, who had retired to his own room for a momeat,
returned with a pair of huge horse-pistols, at the sight of which
Bimbelot was observed to turn excessively pale.

““Here are pistols ready loaded,” said Scales; *‘and sinte
you ’re determined to fight, have it out at once.”

¢ J’en suis content,” said Mezansene. ‘‘Nous tirerons A travers
un mouchoir, sj vous voulez, Monsieur Bimbelot.”

¢* No,” replied Scales. ‘* We ’ll remove the candles — and then
you shall shoot at each other in the dark. That ’Il be the best way
to settle it.”

This proposition was not entirely satisfactory to Bimbelot; but
on a word from Sauvageon he acceded to it. Each combatant
having taken a pistol, the candles were removed, and they were
left together in the dark. Not a word was spoken on either side,
nor any movement made so as to be audible to the other for a fev
moments. Mezansene, who had laughed at the whole affair, was
determined to abide his opponent’s fire; but as the other appeared
so slow, he grew impatient, and came to the resolution of dis-
charging his own pistol. But how to do so without mischief wss
the question. ‘I don’t want to hurt the poor fellow,’” he thought;
¢“and in whatever direction 1 fire I may chance to hit him. Ah,3
plan occurs to me!”

The scheme was no sooner thought of than put into execution.
He stepped forward noiselessly till his hand touched the wall, aod
then felt along it till he came to the fire-place. Putting the pistol
up the chimney, he drew the trigger, and immediately after the
discharge a heavy body came tumbling down. A strange surmise
crossed Mezansene, which was confirmed next moment when the
lights appeared. Poor Bimbelot had taken refuge in the chimney,
and his adversary, in his anxiety to avoid him, had chanced upon bis
biding-place. Luckily no damage was done him further than a fe¥
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trifling bruises, occasioned by the fall, and the serjeant informed
Mezansene, privately, that ‘‘if Bamby was hit at all, it must have
been with the wadding, for he had put no balls in the pistols.”
Mezansene kept this piece of information to himself, though he
laughed heartily at it, nor did he say anything of what he knew of
Bimbelot’s place of refuge. Matters were therefore easily adjusted.
Hands were again shaken; more punch was introduced; more
dancing followed; more jokes; a great deal more laughter; and
the serjeant’s drum terminated as merrily as it began.

AN
CHAPTER XX.
Another love-scene in the ante-chamber.

ONE morning, about a week after this merry party, the door of
the queen’s private apartments in Saint James’s palace opened,
and Abigail and Lady Rivers entered the ante-chamber. No one
was there except the new attendant, Mezansene, who drew back
respectfully as they paused.

‘I have come with you, my dear Lady Rivers,” said Abigail,
‘“to learn if you have heard any tidings of Masham.”

‘“I guessed your motive,” replied the other; ¢ but I am sorry
I can tell you nothing more of him, than that it is believed he is
gone abroad. He his certainly not with his father, Sir Francis
Masham, at High Laver, for a letter was received from the old
baronet yesterday, by Lord Rivers, making inquiries after his son.”

‘“ How very strange!” exclaimed Abigail. “‘As far as I can
learn, he has written to no one. On quitting the palace, it appears
he immediately went home, and after giving some directions to his
confidential servant, and saying he should probably not return for
two or three months, and that no inquiries need be made about
him, he set out unattended, and has not been heard of since. All
Mr. Harley’s inquiries have been fruitless. Iown I begin to feel
very uneasy, and though I try to reason myself out of my appre-
hensions, I cannot succeed.”

‘“Oh! you needn’t be alarmed about his safety,” returned
Lady Rivers. ‘It ’s more than likely he has gone to Paris to
amuse bimself at that gay court.”
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““Perhaps so,” said Abigail. ¢‘But then he might write.”

‘‘But consider the attractions of the French capital, my dear,”
rejoined Lady Rivers, somewhat maliciously. ‘¢ Besides, he may
have fallen in love again.”

“““I don’t think it likely,” cried Abigail.

“And do you really — seriously imagine he will remain con-
stant to you during his exile, my dear?” asked Lady Rivers.

¢‘I should not bestow another thought on him if I supposed
otherwise,” replied Abigail.

‘“And how as to yourself?” continued her ladyship. *Ca
you remain constant, too?”

I can answer for myself more positively than for him,” re-
joined Abigail. ‘I can.”

‘““Well, three months is a long time,” said Lady Rivers.
‘It would try me very hard — especially if I were exposed like you
to the attentions of so many agreeable fellows. Three months —
Poor Masham! he stands but a poor chance —ha! ha!”

‘‘Your ladyship may laugh as much as you please,” replied
Abigail, in a slight tone of pique; ¢‘but if I know myself, my
sentiments will continue unchanged.”

‘8o you think now, my dear,” rejoined Lady Rivers; but
scarcely a fortnight has elapsed since his departure. Come, I'll
lay you a wager you forget him before the month is out. Haush!”
she exclaimed, pointing to Mezansene with her fan; ¢that young
man is listening to us. 'We ’ll talk of this another time. Good
day, my dear.”

¢ If you hear anything of Masham, be sure and let me know
it,” said Abigail.

‘*‘Be sure [ will,” replied Lady Rivers. ‘‘Ihope I shan’t have
any unpleasant intelligence to communicate — that he has got 2
new lady-love! ha! ha!”

““In pity spare me!” cried Abigail.

¢¢Oh that he could see you now!” cried Lady Rivers, scream-
ing with laughter. But she suddenly checked herseif, muttering
— ¢“that young man again.”

““Your ladyship is excessively cruel ,”” said Abigail. ¢ To hear
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you laugh thus, one would think you had never been in love your-
self.”

¢« Perhaps Inever have,” replied LadyRivers ; ‘‘but atall events,
I profess no romantic constancy. And now adieu, for I really
must go.” With this she left the room, the door being: opened
for her by Mezansene.

¢Oh, the pain of being separated from the object of one’s re-
gard!” exclaimed Abigail, half aloud. ¢ Every occupation loses
its interest — every pleasure its zest; and though the surface may
appear as bright and gay as ever, the heart will ache bitterly the
while, and tears — bitter tears flow in secret. Heigho! The
queen must not see I have been weeping,” she added, drying her
eyes with her handkerchief.

As she was moviog towards the inner door, Mezansene fol-
lowed her. He was greatly embarrassed; but Abigail was too
much confused to notice him particularly.

«] have a letter for you, Miss Hill,” he said, in a voice
husky with emotion.

“For me!” cried Abigail, in surprise. ‘It must be from
him!” she exclaimed, as she took it.

And unable to resist the impulse, she broke the seal, and
eagerly devoured its contents. ‘‘He has not left London, he
writes,” she murmured, in irrepressible delight — ¢* he will con-
trive to see me soon — here — in the palace. But how and when,
he does not state. Where did you get this letter?” she asked of
Mezansene, but without daring to raise her eyes.

«¢1 am bound to secrecy,” he replied, still in troubled tones;
*‘but thus much I may say, — he who wrote it is now in the
palace.”

¢“Here — imprudent!” exclaimed Abigail, placing her hand
on her heart. .

¢“You look faint, Madam,” cried Mezansene; ‘‘shall I bring
a chair?”

“No, it is passed,” replied Abigail; ‘‘but are my senses
wandering? Have 1 cheated myselfinto the belief that 1 heard his
voice? Isit,” she added, looking up, and regarding Mezau-
sene, fixedly — ¢‘isit you, Masham?”
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It is fndeed, Abigail,” replied the young man, falling on
his knee before her, and pressing her hand rapturously to his
lips.

<“And you have run this risk for me?” she said, withalook
of grateful tenderness.

“I would brave death itself, to be near you, Abigail,” he
replied, passionately. ‘I could not obey the queen’s harsh man-
date. I could not tear myself from you. But not daring to pre-
'sent myself in my own person, I assumed this disguise. I bribed
one of the royal servants, Chillingworth, whom I knew to bea
trusty fellow, to feign illness, and to engage me as his substitute.
I am at present known by mother’s maiden name of Mezansene.
Though I have been in the palace nearly a fortnight, it is not il
this moment that I have found an opportunity of speaking with you,
without incurring needless risk. But I have seen you often,
Abigail — often, when you have not noticed me. I have seen yov
look pensive, and have persuaded myself that the sadness was oc-
casioned by my supposed absence. Oh! how I have longed t
approach you — to make a sign to you — to hazard a whisper —
but I restrained myself. I was content to see you — to he nea
you — for I knew a time of meeting would come.”

It is well you failed in making me aware of your presence,
said Abigail, ¢ for if I had perceived you suddenly, I shouldir
fallibly have betrayed myself. If you are discovered, our hope!
are for ever blighted. The queen will never forgive me; ant
the duchess has so many spies, that the utmost caution is ne
cessary.”

‘I have hitherto escaped detection,” replied Masham; ¢ an(
now that I have made you aware of my propinquity, I shall b
more easy, and therefore less liable to be off my guard. But tel
me — are you restored to the queen’s favour?”’

‘*“Quite,” she replied. ¢ For a few days the duchess had re
gained all her old influence, and during that time made every ef
fort to procure my dismissal. And if she could have controlle
her arbitrary nature, she might, perhaps, have succeeded; but
luckily for me, the queen’s disinclination to listen to her rouse:
her passion, and she gave vent to it in her customary violence an
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threats. A breach followed this explosion; and though it is in
some degree made up, a coldness still subsists between them.
In my own opinion, and in that of Mr. Harley, the queen never
will be reconciled with her again, not even ostensibly; but the
duchess thinks differently, and has lost none of her confidence.
She comports herself with unparalleled haughtiness and insolence
towards her majesty, who shrinks from any encounter with her.”

‘“Poor queen!” exclaimed Masham.

“Ay, poor queen indeed!” echoed Abigail, with a sigh.
¢‘She well deserves your sympathy. Never was affection and kind-
ness more unworthily requited than hers has been; never was
good-nature more abused; never forbearance more presumed
upon. But even she may be tried too hard, and that the tyranni-
cal duchess will find out ere long.”

‘“Why does not the queen free herselfat once?” cried Masham.
“Is she not absolute mistress here?”

¢ Absolute mistress in appearance, but not in reality,” re-
plied Abigail; ¢ there is no person in this palace more dependant
than its sovereign mistress. Her nature is so affectionate, that
love with her is a necessity; and since she has lost all her children,
her heart has had a void which she has sought to fill up with friend-
ship. How she has been disappointed, you see. But the pang
of for ever sundering old ties and old feelings is so great, that she
shrinks from it. It is the kindness of the queen’s heart that makes
her irresolute. This the duchess knows, and she takes advantage
of it. When matters become desperate between them, she adroitly
makes some slight concession, soothes the queen’s wounded feel-
ings, and all is right again. But if I can prevent it, the present
difference shall not be healed.” .

“You are right,” replied Masham; *‘your duty to the queen
demands it. It is intolerable to see so much excellence so greatly
abused. But how stands Harley with her majesty?”

< His favour increases,” replied Abigail. ¢‘He is admitted to
frequent private conferences, and strenuously urges measures
which he affirms would prove beneficial.”

¢ Unfortunately, Harley has only the furtherance of his own
schemes in view,” observed Masham.
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<80 the queen suspects,” rejoined Abigail; *‘and therefore
she has not entire confidence in him. Poor lady! she is sorely
perplexed. She fears the duchess — doubts Harley — and dis-
trusts herself. Ah!” she added, as the inner door slowly opened.
“8he comes.”

Masham had scarcely time to draw back a few paces, when the |
queen, accompanied by Prince George of Denmark, entered the
room.

““Ah! Abigail, I am glad to find you,” said Anne. “I
thought you long in returning. But what is the matter? Youap-
pear agitated.”

‘T have just received a letter, Madam,” replied Abigail, io
some confusion. i

*‘From Mr. Masham — ha?” said the queen. ¢‘Nay, Isee
it by your blushes. You need not be alarmed. I did not inter-
dict him from writing to you. Well, and where is he?”

‘‘Pardon me, Madam, I am not at liberty to tell you,” re-

- plied Abigail.

‘“Well, I will not use my prerogative, and enforce an answer,”
rejoined the queen. “Provided he obeys my injunctions, and
absents himself from court, I am content.”

‘‘Heyday, who have we here?” cried Prince George; — “2
strange face. Come hither, young man. 'Why don’t you morve, .
Sirrah, when you ’re called? Zounds! is the fellow deaf?”

“‘You frighten him,” said the queen, smiling good humour- |
edly.

‘“What ’s the matter, sirrah?” cried the prince, stepping
towards Masham. — ¢‘’8death! how very like? — It must
be —!1

‘“Must be whom?” asked the queen, half turning round.
““Who is he like?”

“One of the servants at Hampton Court,” replied the prince,
adroitly placing himself between her and Masham. *Your me-
jesty recollects Tom Ottley. This young man is the very image of
bhim. Oh! you rastal! I ’ve found you out,” he added in an

undertone, and shaking his hand at the a\armed equerry.
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““You have gone very pale again, Abigail,” said the queen to
her. ¢ You are certainly unwell.”

‘I shall be better presently,” replied Abigail, in a faint
voice.

‘“Your paleness increases!” cried the queen, in some alarm.
**A chair!”

Masham immediately flew for one, but the prince took it from
him, and carried it to Abigail, who sank into it.

“The salts!” exclaimed the queen, ¢‘there is a bottle on that
table.”

Masham rushed to obey her, and in the hurry knocked down
acouple of China ornaments, which were broken in pieces upon
the floor. Aghast at what he had done, he stood irresolute, while
the prince, darting an angry look at him, ranup, and snatching
the bottle of salts from his hand, gave it to the queen.

«“That is a very careless person,” said Anne, making Abigail
breathe at the salts. ¢ What is his name?”

«Masham!” exclaimed Abigail, faintly.

*“Masham ! — nonsense!” exclaimed the prince. ‘¢ Herthoughts
are for ever running on her lover. The queen desires to know -
your name, sirrah?” he added, turning towards Masham, and
vinking athim. ‘‘How are you called — Tomkins or Wilkins, eh?”’

¢ Neither, your highness,” was the reply. ‘‘My name is
Mezausene.”

¢« Mezansene — ha!” rejoined the prince. *Well then, Mr.
Mezansene, I hope you ’ll be more careful in future. I rather
liked your looks, and designed to keep you in attendance chiefly
on myself. Butif you 're so confoundedly heedless, I can’t doit.”

¢ I crave your highness'’s pardon,” said Masham.

“Well —well, I ’ll overlook the first fault,” rejoined the
prince. ‘‘Come to my apartments in the evening. My apart-
ments, you understand,” he added, with a wink at Masham, who
replied with a low bow.

¢ You look better now, child,” said the queen, who had been
lavish in her attentions to Abigail. *‘I hope you will have no re-
currence of these attacks.”
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¢¢I shall never have another, I am sure, gracious Madam,” re-
plied Abigail, ¢“if you will revoke your sentence on Mr. Masham.”

‘Do not press me on that point, Abigail,” replied the queen.
‘I cannotdoit. You had better retire to your own room. Iam
going to the library to Mr. Harley, who desires an immediats
audience with me. Come, prince, we have detained him long
enough. Take care of yourself, child, and think no more of
Mr. Masham, if you can help it.”

Abigail passed into the inner room without hazarding a look at
her lover, while he opened the door for the queen.

Prince George lingered behind for a moment, and said in his
equerry’s ear— *‘Confounded scrape you would have got into but
for me. Take care you 're not found out, or Ishalk>ome in fora
share of the blame. Coming, your majesty.” And he added
aloud— ‘‘Mind and don’t forget what I "ve told you, Masham—
Mezansene, I mean. Deuce take it, IThope she dido’t overhear me.”

And he hurried after the queen.

CHAPTER XXI.

. Wherein Marlborough and Godolphin demand Harley's dismissal of the
Queen.

SHORTLY after this, the queen and the prince entered the li-
brary, a large, lofty, well-proportioned room, constructed by
Charles the Second, and slightly altered by William the Third.
It had a semi-coved ceiling, with a deep, richly-moulded cornice,
and the windows, which were square and formal with heavy frame-

" works, and placed under round arches, supported by pilastersin
the worst Italian taste, looked out into the gardens of the palace.
Between the springings of each arch, on a pedestal, was set abust;
and there were numerous others disposed in different parts of the
room. Well-filled book-cases projected from between the win-
dows so as to form charming nooks for reading; and the walls
on the opposite side were covered with goodly tomes and maps.
Throughout the palace, there was not a pleasanter retreat than
the library.

Harley was expecting tbe queen with much impatience, and
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even exhibited it when she appeared. After returning his salu-
tation, Anne seated herself at a small round table, on which wri-
ting materials were placed, and behind which stood a large japan
screen, while the prince stationed himself beside her with his arm
leaning on the back of-her chair.

«“The time is at length arrived, Madam,” said Harley, speak-
ing hurriedly, and energetically, ‘‘when some positive decision
must be come to, and when either I and Saint-John, or Godolphin
and Marlborough, must retire. It can be no longer averted. Posi-
tive assurance has been given me that at the cabinet council which,
as your majesty is aware, has been summoned this morning, these
lords will announce their intention of resigning, if I am not dis-
missed. It will therefore be a trial of strength; but if I am sup-
ported by your majesty, I can have no fear as to the result.”

T hope their threat will not be put into execution, Sir,” replied
Anne, much alarmed at what she heard. ¢ This is a most unfor-
tunate juncture for a change of ministry.”

‘It must be avoided, if possible,” said Prince George, helping
himself to a large pinch of snuff.

‘“There is no way of avoiding it,” replied Harley. *‘The diffi-
culty 7must be met; and I confess I have none of the apprehensions
apparently entertained by her majesty. An outcry will no doubt
be raised at first, but it will instantly subside. Marlborough’s
popularity has reached its climax — nay, is on the decline. The
war in the Low Countries has been too long protracted, and the
public coffers have been too heavily drained by the vast supplies
required, not to have opened the eyes of all thinking persons to
the grievance; and they have begun to perceive, now that the
dazzle of victory is over, that this most expensive pastime is only
carried on to enrich the commander-in-chief himself. The Earl
of Rochester, who will support the new administration, threatens
to inquire why the attack on France is ever made through the
Netherlands, instead of through Spain, the principal object of
the war, and where our success might be double what it is, if we
had a larger army than that commanded by the brave, though rash,
Earl of Peterborough. Public feeling, moreover, is against the
continuance of the war. 'We have bought our honours 0o deatvyy
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and though the noisy mob may lose their idol, Marlborough, 2
new puppet can be bought for them, and at a less ruinous price.
As to Lord Godolphin’s resignation, with submission to your
majesty, it will be scarcely felt, for it can be well supplied.”

*By Mr. Harley?” said the prince, somewhat sarcastically.

¢“No, by a far better man, your highness,” replied Harley—
by Lord Poulet. I shall be well content to hold my present office,
or any office in which I can effectively serve her majesty; butshe
has expressed a wish, in the event of a change, that I should tak¢
the chancellorship of the exchequer.”

¢“With the real powers of government,” muttered the prince.

¢¢ A Tory ministry can be instantly formed,” continued Harle),
¢« of which Lords Rochester, Nottingham, Haversham, and Dar-
mouth, maybe members. All your majesty’s favourite measures
can then be carried. You will never again be thwarted as you hav
been, so repeatedly, and so vexatiously, by the insolent and domi-
neering Whigs.”

¢You promise fairly, Sir,” remarked Anne.

“I promise what I will perform, Madam,” replied Harle.
*‘And I also promise your highness,” he added to the prince, *a
exemption from those sneers and censures with which your admi-
nistration of the admiralty has been visited. Your highness owes
the Tories some favour for a special service they have rendered you,
to which I need not allude.”

“I am not unforgetful for the handsome provision they has
made for me in case of her dear majesty’s demise before mine, #
I think I have shown, Sir,” replied the prince, with a low, and
somewhat sarcastic bow; ‘‘but I don ’t see-how I can advise the
queen to support them now. It is a very critical juncture; and
the slightest error in judgment will be fraught with the most peri-
lous consequences.”

‘At all events her majesty will determine,” replied Harley.
“I have used every argument I think right with her.”

“My inclinations are with you, undoubtedly,” replied the
queen.

¢ If such is really the case, gracious Madam,” replied Harley,
bending the knee to her, ‘“‘do not hesitate. Consult your ows
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happiness — your own greatness. And do not forget that if Marl-
borough and Godolphin go, the duchess goes likewise.”

«Enough, 8ir,” replied the queen. *‘You may rise. I have
decided. I will support you.”

¢¢Take time to reflect — take time!” cried the prince.

I have reflected,” replied Anne. ‘‘ Whatever the conse-
quence may be, Mr. Harley shall bave my support.”

““Your majesty will never repent your decision,” rejoined the
secretary, scarcely able to repress his satisfaction.

At this moment, an usher entered the library, and informed
the queen that the Duke of Marlborough and Lord Godolphin were
without, and craved an instant audience of her majesty. Anne
looked significantly at Harley.

¢TI will retire,” said the secretary. ‘‘It were better they did
not know of this interview.”

«“You cannot retire without passing through the room where
they are waiting,” replied the queen.

““What is to be done ?”’ exclaimed the prince. ¢ Stay, I have
it. Perhaps Mr. Harley would not object to step behind this
screen?”

Harley signified his ready acquiescence, and as the usher
vithdrew, ensconced himself as directed by the prince. The next
moment the usher returned, and announced the Duke of Marl-
borough and Lord Godolphin.

The commander-in-chief looked grave ; and the gloom habitual
to the countenance of the lord-treasurer was now almost deepened
to severity. Godolphin’s usual deportment, though destitute of
haughtiness, was cold and repelling; -and so averse was he te
flattery, or to the show of it, that he almost resented common
civility ; while frankness , which passed with him for sincerity, ob-
tained more credit than it deserved. His complexion was black,
with thick beetling brows, which added to the sternness of his
expression. He was somewhat below the middle size, and of a
spare frame ; and though turned sixty, looked full of vigour, bodily
as well as mentally. He seemed one of those men made Lo \as\.

He was plainly attired in a snuff-coloured suit, and wore a™hedw

#mpaign wig that harmonized with his complexion. Godo\phie
Susnt Jamer's XN
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was one of the best, if not one of the greatest, prime-ministers
that this country ever possessed. The exalted post which he filled §-
s0 admirably,, had been modestly refused, when proffered to him, §5
and was forced upon his acceptance by Marlborough, who declared §
that he himself would not undertake the command of the army,
unless Godolphin regulated the supplies. By this great masterof },
finance the revenue was so much improved, that in spite of the °
debts of the nation, five per cent. interest was paid for money
placed in the public funds; and so incorruptibly honest was he in
the administration of the treasure confided to him, so utterly free
from venality in the disposal of place, that, in spite of the most
rigid economy in his own establishment, he quitted office little
richer than he entered it. Neither would he ask for the retiring
pension which had been promised him.

The customary salutations having been gone through, but more
coldly and formally than usually, on both sides, Marlborough
spoke.

It is with infinite concern that the lord-treasurer and myself
present ourselves before your majesty, to advise a course of con-
duct which we have reason to believe may prove at variance with
your own inclinations. Nevertheless, itis our duty so to advise you,
and we do not shrink from the task, however painful it may be to
us. Oflate, to our great grief, we have found that your majesty
has withdrawn your confidence from your long-tried and most re-
sponsible advisers, and has bestowed it upon one little worthyin
any way of such distinction; while the person in question has been
further favoured by frequent conferences with you, from which
we have been carefully excluded. If we have been misinformed
your majesty will be pleased to say so.”

*If your grace refers to Mr. Harley, I have certainly permitted |1
him to visit me rather frequently in an evening,” replied the |!
queen, fanning herself impatiently.

¢ Our information was then correct,” resumed Marlborough,
‘‘and your majesty having made the admission, we demand
Mr. Harley's dismissal.”

‘“Demand it?” echoed Anne. *‘But let that pass. On what

grounds do you demand it}
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“On these, Madam,” replied Godolphin, coming forward.
“‘By lending your countenance to so notorious an intriguer with
France, you degrade your own cabinet, and lessen its power,
while you increase the confidence of its opponents.”

“You do not speak with your wonted calmness, my lord,”
observed the queen, with asperity. ¢“Can it be jealousy that
moves you so?”

““Ihad hoped that my long services would have saved me from
such an unworthy imputation,” replied Godolphin. ¢ Butif your
majesty has forgotten my deserts, I have not forgotten the loyalty
and devotion I owe you, and both prompt me to implore you not
to commit the honour and security of your kingdom to this traitor.
He will be as false to you as he has been to us.”

““Though we have hitherto failed in bringing the matter home to
Harley through his miserable creature, Greg,” said Marlborough,
‘“not a doubt can exist that he has betrayed the secrets of our cabi-
net to that of France; and I have yet stronger confirmation in these
letters,” tendering papers to the queen, ¢ which were found
upon the persons of two smugglers named Valli¢re and Bera, who
have just been arrested, and who were professedly employed by
him to obtain intelligence on the French coast, while it is thus
proved, beyond all question, what was the actual nature of their
service. It is true that the correspondence has been so artfully
contrived that Harley may not be implicated by it, but his crimi-
nality is unquestionable. On these grounds it is, Madam, as
well as on the ground of his treachery to us, his colleagues, that
we demand Mr. Harley’s dismissal from your service.”

““And if I should decline to comply with the demand — what
then?” said the queen, agitating her fan more violently than be-
fore, while Harley, with his finger on his lips, peered from be-
hind the screen, to watch the effect of her speech on the duke.

<If after what has been said your majesty remains insensible
to the prejudice done you by this person, we ean only lament your
wilful blindness,” replied Marlborough, firmly; ‘‘but we are
bound to regard our dwn honour and reputation; and we hereby
respectfully announce to you, that no consideration shall indnes

A\
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us to serve longer with one whom we hold unworthy of association
with men of honour.”

¢«The Duke of Marlborough has fully expressed my sentiments,
Madam,” said Lord Godolphin.

“You will act upon the determination you have so respectfully
announced, my lords, if you think proper,” replied Anne, risiog
with dignity; *‘but I will not dismiss Mr. Harley.”

““Will your majesty grant me a hearing?” interposed the
prince.

““Not if your highness is about to support their arguments,
replied Anne, peremptorily.

““Bravo!” cried Harley to himself behind the screen. ‘Al
is won.”

‘‘Your majesty will then consider us as forced from yoar ser-
vice,” said Marlborough in a firm, but mournful tone.

And bowing profoundly, he withdrew with Godolphin.

‘“How shall I thank your majesty?” cried Harley, steppio
from behind the screen.

“I know not how I have got through it,” said Anne, sioking
into the chair. *‘My mind misgives me.”

“And so does mine — terribly,” cried the prince. ‘Yo
would not listen to me while there was yet time.”

““You have acted nobly — courageously, Madam,” said Har-
ley. “‘But the blow must be followed up to ensure a victory.”

““True,” replied Anne, rising; ‘“and, therefore, letusgot
the privy-council.”

CHAPTER XXIIL

Showing how the tables were turned upon the secretary.

ONCE again, on that same day, Masham and Abigail met, and
in the same place too. Ascertaining that the queen was engaged
with the privy-council, the fair attendant took advantage of the
opportunity that presented itself to return to the ante-room, whert
she was not without the hope of finding her lover, and where she
in reality did find him. Delightful was the interview that ensued,
but it was unfortunately cut short, and at the tenderest point t0o,

—
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by the abrupt entrance of the queen and her consort. Anne was
in a state of too great perturbation to notice Masham, who sprang
backward as the door opened, and affected to be employed at one
of the tables; but the prince shook his head at him, with a look
that seemed to say — ‘‘ You are resolved to be detected, you im-
prudent rascal!”

‘“What has happened, gracious Madam?” cried Abigail,
flying to the queen. ‘‘I-thought you were engaged with the privy-
council.”

*“The council is broken up,” replied the queen, hurriedly.
“They met not to deliberate, but to dispute; and I therefore put
asudden termination to the meeting.”

I can guess the cause of the dispute,” said Abigail. ¢‘The
treasurer and the duke made their threatened attack on Mr. Harley.”

‘“Neither the duke nor the treasurer were there,” replied the
queen; ‘‘but you shall hear what occurred. I took my place as
usual , — the whole of the council being assembled, with the ex-
ception of the two important members you have mentioned, for
whose absence, however, I was prepared, and was therefore not
surprised at it. After a brief pause, during which I observed the
council eye each other significantly, I motioned Mr. Harley to
open the business of the meeting. He obeyed; but had scarcely
commenced, when he was interrupted by the Duke of Somerset,
who arose, and exclaimed with great vehemence, ©Itisa mockery
to proceed further. 'We cannot deliberate when the two leaders of
the cabinet — persons by whose opinions we must be governed —
are absent.’” The duke had scarcely sat down, when the Earl of
Sunderland arose, and said in a stern tone to Harley, ‘I demand
to know from Mr. Secretary why we are deprived of the attendance
of the commander-in—chief and the lord-treasurer? When I parted
with them both, an hour ago, I know it was their intention,
under certain circumstances, to be present.” — ‘You have no
right to put the question to me, my lord,” replied Mr. Harley,
¢and I decline to answer it. But as you state that the duke and
treasurer only meant to attend, under ‘certain circumstances,’

perhaps you will state what those circumstances are?’— “The
circumstances are these, Sir,’ the earl rejoined: *they were ahaut
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to signify to the queen that they would no longer serve with yos,
whom they find have played them falsely. And by their absence,
I understand that her majesty has accepted their resignation. As
" their lordships will not serve with you, neither will I, nor will any
of the council.’ ¢There you are wrong, my lord,’ cried Mr. Saint-
John, ‘for I will. I will fearlessly and strenuously support her
majesty’s determinations against all opposition.” Sir Thomas
Mansell, and Sir Simon Harcourt followed, to the same effect,
baut all the rest sided with Sunderland, and so fierce a discussion
commenced between the conflicting parties, and such opprobrious
Janguage was used towards Mr. Harley, and so little respect
shown to myself, thatI broke up the meeting, and retired.”

““Your majesty has therefore placed yourself entirely in the
hands of Mr. Harley?” cried Abigail, joyfully.

¢“Entirely, replied the queen.

““Oh! how glad I am to hear it,” cried Abigail, hazardinga
side-look at Masham, who was listening attentively to the conver-
sation. “ Your majesty will now have some quiet.”

‘“On the contrary, I am afraid all chance of quiet is at a
end,” cried the prince, heaving a deep sigh.

I am expecting a visit from Mr. Harley to advise what course
is next to be pursued,” said the queen. ““Ha! here he is,” she
added, as the door opened. ‘‘No;” and her countenance fell
¢“It is the Duchess of Marlborough!”

““The duchess!” exclaimed the prince and Abigail together.

‘I am unwelcome and unexpected, I perceive,” said the
duchess, maintaining her imperious air and deportment as she
advanced towards the queen. ¢‘No matter. I have that to say
which must be said, and quickly. Before your majesty is finally
and irretrievably committed to this step, yom will do well to
pause. At all events, I will show you the dangerous position in
which you stand. The rumour of the change of administration
has spread with lightning swifiness. The coffee-houses are
thronged with members of both houses of parliament, who have
expressed their dissatisfaction in no measured terms, and the
language they now hold will be repeated when they take their
places to-night. Those of the commons declare that the bill of
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supply which was ordered for to-day shall be allowed to lie on the
table unread. Already the news of the treasurer’s resignation
has reached the city, and stocks have fallen lower than they have
ever been known during your majesty’s reign, while a meeting of
the wealthiest merchants has been called to consider what is to be
done in a crisis so alarming. As to the people, they are in a
state of ferment. The precincts of the palace are surrounded by
crowds, who are giving vent to their anger in hootings and
groans.”
“Itis true, your majesty,” cried Masham, looking out of the
vindow; *‘the park is thronged with a vast mob, who appear in
avery excited state. There! you may hear their shouts.”
And as he spoke, distant groans were heard.
The duchess watched the queen’s changing countenance with
erultation.  She read in it the impression she had produced.
¢“ A popular tumult will ensue,” she cried; ‘‘and once begun,
who shall say where it will end.”
It is a plot!” cried the queen, enraged and alarmed. I
Wwill not be intimidated.”
‘“Your majesty had better listen to reason,” remarked the
Prince. “Mr. Harley m4y find these difficulties unsurmountable.”

¢ Mi. Harley cannot carry on the government, as her majesty
will find,” said the duchess. ¢‘Hated by the Whigs, distrusted
by the Tories, he will neither have the confidence of the one party,
uor the support of the other, while labouring as he does under the
grave suspicion of trafficking with France, his instant dismissal
will be called for by the voice of the whole nation, 8o circum-
stanced, he cannot stand for a day; and her majesty will have to
bear all the fearful consequences of the attempt with the disgrace
of failure.”

‘“Your majesty had better re~consider your opinion,” urged

the prince.

¢¢*There is no time to re-consider it,” said the duchess. ‘‘An

instant decision must be made. There is hut one way of dispersing
those crowds, and of appeasing the popular indignation.”

<« And that way 1 will not adopt,” replied Anne, firmly. U
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have promised to support Mr. Harley; and as long as he chooses |
to persevere, I will uphold him.”

““Worthily resolved, Madam,” cried Abigail.

““Peace, wench, and deliver your opinion when it is asked,”
cried the duchess, coarsely. ¢‘I take my leave of your majesty.
To-morrow, it will be your turn to come to me.”

She then moved towards the door, but her departure wis
checked by the sudden entrance of Harley. His looks bespoke
agitation and alarm.

“Shehere!” he muttered. ‘Ihoped to have anticipated her.
But no matter. Stay, duchess,” he added, aloud, ‘‘you msy
wish to hear what I have to say to her majesty. Madam,” he cor-
tinued, throwing himself at the queen’s feet, ‘I humbly thank
you for the trust you have been graciously pleased to repose in me;
but with the most ardent desnre to serve you, and te carry out your
designs, Iam unable to do so.’

““He confesses his incompetency!” exclaimed the duchess,
triumphantly. ‘I knew he would be compelled to do so.”

¢*The friends on whom I relied have fallen from me —,” pur-
sued Harley,

‘It is needless to proceed, Sir,” interrupted the duchess.
¢ X have already shown her majesty the utter incapacity of the per
sons to whom she has thought fit to entrust the affairs of her king-
dom.”

“I hope you have also shown her majesty that our inability
arises chiefly, if not wholly, from your machinations, duchess,”
replied Harley. “It is with inexpressible concern that I am com-
pelled to tender my resignation to your majesty.” \

‘“‘Resign before he has ever held office!” cried the duchess,
derisively. “‘A capital jest—ha! ha! So ends this farce.”

“My friends, Saint-Joho, Mansell, and Harcourt, retirt
with me,” continued Harley.

‘‘Cholmondeley, Walpole, and Montaga shall have their
places,” muttered the duchess.

‘I accept your resignation with as much regret as you tender
it, Mr. Harley,” said the queen; ‘‘but though I lose your ser-
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ces, you shall not lose my favour. Duchess, as you have ex-
ted this tumult, you will now perhaps take means to allay it.

¢ Your majesty’s happy decision needs but to be publicly an-
»unced to change these demonstrations of discontent into rejoi-
ngs,” replied the duchess. *‘I will set about it immediately.
oor ex-secretary! He resembles his slippery namesake Harley
1in, when robbed of his wand by Pierrot.”

< A sorry jest!” exclaimed Abigail — ‘“and as ungenerous as

rry.”

«<If your majesty desires to propitiate the friends you have de-
rted, and have been obliged to recall, you will dlscharge your
rward attendant,” cried the duchess.

¢« Whatever happens, duchess, Ablgall will remain with me,”
plied the queen.

¢¢Your majesty has seen how ineffectual your resolutions are,”
joined the duchess, sarcastically. ¢ Again I take my leave.”

¢“To the door, Masham!” cried the prince.

<¢Masham!” exclaimed the duchess, looking round; “I
ought he was banished.” .

<<I meant Mezansene,” replied the prince, in some embarrass-
ent. ‘Deuce take my unlucky tongue!”

¢¢There is something in this,” muttered the duchess. ¢ That
ung man is very like Masham. I must have an eye upon him.
50 to execute your majesty’s behests.” And making a profound
)eisance, she withdrew.

«I am now nothing more than your majesty’s servant,” ob-
rved Harley.

¢ You are no longer my minister,” returned the queen; ‘‘but
»u are as much my friend — my adviser — as ever.”
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' CHAPTER L

Of Masham'’s plan to deceive the Duchess, and of its success.

Tre downfall of Harley, and the resignation of his friends,
necessarily increased the ascendancy of the Whigs, and placed
the Duchess of Marlborough in a position of greater important §
than ever, causing her to be regarded, and with reason, astht
sole arbitress of affairs. The contest on this occasion not haviog
been so much a struggle between two conflicting parties, as a tria
of strength between the queen and her favourite, and having re-
sulted in the triumph of the latter, seemed to afford decisive proof
of her superior power, and ‘‘Queen Sarah,” as she was com- J
monly styled, by friend as well as foe, was said to have deposed
Queen Anne. .

But the duchess, though she might well be confident, was not
deluded into fancied security. On the contrary, she redoubled
her vigilance; strengthened her position as much as possible;
and, though abating little of her arrogance and imperiousness,
made every effort compatible with her haughty nature, to cor-
ciliate the queen, and regain her affections. But Anne was not to
be won back. Mortification at the defeat she had endured made
her regard her victor with positive aversion, and though she
masked the feeling carefully during their intercourse, it did not
require the penetration of the duchess to discover the true lightin
which she was now regarded.

The grand subject of uneasiness, however, to the duchess was
Abigail’s increasing favour, and her own inability to procure her
removal. On this point the queen remained inflexible. Neither
remonstrance nor entreaty could shake her constancy to her fa-
vourite, and even when told that an address would be presented
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by the House of Commons, requiring Abigail’s dismissal,
ated the menace with disdain. Equally disinclined, also,
3 show herself to put a stop to her conferences with Harley,
as admitted to as frequent audiences as heretofore, and the
of whose councils soon became apparent in her own mode
duct. While this great master of intrigue had such constant
to the queen’s ear, and while another than herself enjoyed
nfidence, the duchess in the midst of all her triumph, felt
ase, and apprehensive of an ultimate overthrow. Cost what
At, therefore, these obstacles must be removed, and while
ng with herself how to execute her purpose, chance seemed
'w the means of its accomplishment into her way.
may be remembered, that at the close of a recent interview
he queen, owing to the inadvertence of Prince George of
ark, the duchess had well-nigh seen through Masham’s dis-
and though she had repeatedly since that time tried to de~
m among the servants, he had managed, by extreme cau-
to elude her notice, until one day she met him face to face
great gallery. Retreat being out of the question, Masham
1 filled with confusion, was obliged to brook her scrutiny,
ter regarding him steadfastly for a few moments, she dropped
profound curtsey, and said in a tone of bitter raillery,
:pt my congratulations on your advancement, Mr. Masham.
not aware you had entered her majesty’s household.”
{our grace is mistaken,” he stammered, in reply. My
is Mezansene.”
Mezansene! — ha! ha!” laughed the duchess. ‘‘How long
‘ou possessed that name, Sir? — ever since your banish-
from court, Isuppose. We shall see whether her majesty
.who she has got in her service. If she is ignorant of the
Abigail, I'llbe bound, isnot. Adieu, Mr. Mezausene —
‘hat ’s the name you choose to go by — ha! ha!” And with
of mock ceremoniousness, she passed towards the royal
aents.
nfounded at what had occurred, Masham stood for some
nis irresolute. Persuaded if the duchess put et Vareat\n\o
on, and betrayed him to the queen, ashe could ot Avukn
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she would do, that all chance of an union with Abigail Hill would
be at an end, while their future prospects would be blighted, he
weighed over every means of avoiding the threatened danger. After
turning over various expedients, he bethought him of a yeoman of
the guard, named Snell, with whom he had of late, since hehad
been forced to consort to a certain degree with the household,
struck up a kind of intimacy. Snell was a good-looking youog
fellow, about the same height as himself, and not unlike him i
features, and might he made, he thought, to pass for him with-
out difficulty. Accordingly, he hurried off to the guard-roomin |
search of him, when, by good luck, he met him coming up the_
great staircase on his way to the ante-chamber.

Without pausing to explain his motives, except to say thathe
wanted to speak to him particularly, Masham seized his acquaint-
ance by the arm, and dragging him quickly along a passage or
two, and up a short staircase, pulled him into a small chamber,
and closed the door. .

““What in the name o’ wonder is the meanin’ of all this?"

TR .

asked Snell, almost out of breath. i
It means that we must change dresses — quick,” replied F
Masham. : [ g

¢Change dresses! — are you mad?” - demanded Snell.

“Not so mad but I can give you a sound and substantial
reason for compliance,” rejoined Masham. ¢¢This purse,” toss-
ing him-one full of gold, ¢ will speak for my sanity.”

“It may speak for your sanity better than your honesty,
Master Mezansene,” replied Snell, chinking the purse. ¢ How
did you come by it?”

‘“Fairly enough, that ’s all you need know,” replied Masham.
“But come, be quick! Each instant is precious.” And he
began to throw off his own habiliments.

“I’m afraid I shall get into some confounded scrape jf I con-
sent,” hesitated Snell.

“Tut!” cried Masham. *‘You 've nothing to do but personate

me for a few minutes. You can easily do that, you know.”
““You ’re sure there ’s no treason intended — no poperl’ W
Joined Snell, taking off his scarlet doublet.
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¢¢Treason! — a fiddlestick!” answered Masham, snatching
he garment from him.

<« And it can’t be construed into a hangin’ matter?” pursued
inell, as he divested himself of his crimson hose, and black
relvet uppers.

<¢Impossible!” exclaimed Masham, arraying himself in the
ittire in question. ‘‘Recollect that you ’re me; and whoever
[uestions you, be it the queen herself, be sure and say that your
1ame is Mezansene. Stick to that, and all will be right.”

¢“The queen!” echoed Snell. “‘If you think there ’s any
thance of her majesty addressin’ me, I’d rather not undertake it.”

«¢It’s too late now,” replied Masham, who by this time was
‘ully equipped in the other’s clothes, ¢‘Besides, there’s nothing
‘0 be afraid of,” he said, clapping on the yeoman’s little round
black velvet cap, ornamented with roses, and taking possession
of his halbert; ‘nothing at all.”

He then helped his companion to complete his metamorphosis,
which done, Snell looked so like the ci-devant Mezansene, that
the other could not help laughing at the resemblance. Speedily
checking his merriment, however, he bade the new-made lacquey
follow him, and descending the staircase, hurried towards the
ante-room, where he indicated to Snell the post he must occupy,
while he stationed himself outside an open door, communicating
with the gallery.

Snell was in a great flutter, wondering what would happen
next, when Prince George of Denmark suddenly issued from the
royal apartments, and made towards him with a quick step and
mysterious air. The poor fellow turned away his head, and
affected to be looking for something on the floor.

“I knew how it would be!” exclaimed the prince. ‘The
duchess has found you out, and has told the queen.”

““Told the queen what, your highness?” stammered Snell,
not daring to look up.

“Why who you are to be sure,” rejoined the prince. ““What

else had she to tell, eh? Islipped away to warn you. Wel\, wd
What do you mean to do now?”’
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‘I 'm sure I don’t know, your highness,” answered Snell, in
great trepidation. '

¢ Imbecile!” cried the prince, angrily. ¢ You ’ve got your-
self into a terrible scrape, and must get out of it as well as you
can.”

Snell groaned aloud.

‘¢ One consequence of your indiscretion, will be Abigail’s los
of her post, Ifear,” pursued the prince.

¢‘I don’t mind what she loses, provided I get off,” cried Snel.

“Eh, what? Ican’t have heard aright, surely,” exclaime
the prince. *“You don’t mind what Abigail loses? Perhapsyn
don’t mind what becomes of her?”

““No, Idon’t,” replied Snell.

¢’Sdeath, what have you ventured here, for then?” cried
the prince, in a towering passion. *Why did you put on tis
dress?”

“I’m sorry I ever did so,” rejoined Snell. ¢ X was a fool fot
my pains.”

*“More craven than fool I begin to think,” said the princt
his anger changing to disgust. ‘“Why, you poor-spirited fellov,
you don’t deserve a lady’s regard. You are not the man I tok
you for.”

““Iam not, indeed, your highness,” responded Sunell.

““You have adopted the soul of a footman as well as tht
clothes,” pursued the prince, impetuously. I came here t0
help you, but I’'m so thoroughly disgusted, that I cast you off for
ever. I wish her majesty would hang you; and if she takes mJ
advice, she will do so.”

¢“Oh don’t say so, your highness,” roared Snell, droppiog
on his knees. “‘Pardon me this once, and I ’ll never offend
again.”

‘“Why what the deuce is this?”’ cried the prince. ¢ Thisis
not Masham. Some new trickery — eh? Where ’s your cor
federate, sirrah?”

‘““Here, your highness,” replied the young equerry, advar-
cing from the door.

‘“What, in a new disguise?” cried the prince.
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“I've changed dresses with this young man, for the purpose
©of imposing upon the duchess,” replied Masham.

5 ¢« Faith, a good idea, if it can only be carried out,” replied
the prince, laughing. “‘But I ’m afraid this fellow’s stupidity
‘will ruin the scheme. I’ll try and frighten him into attention.
Mark’ee, sirrah,” he added to Snell, you 're in a very awkward

= Ppwedicament — very awkward, indeed. Your only chance of escape
lies in discrelion.”

e ¢«I’ll do everything your highness directs,” replied Snell.

= ““Getup, then, sirrah,” rejoined the prince, ‘“and putona

nz bold countenance; and as you value your neck, don’t leave this
Spot. I must now go,” he added, in a low tone to Masham;
“¢ for if I'm found here it may excite suspicion.” So saying, he

T Passed on towards the gallery, and Masham returned to his post.

Bz Little time was allowed Snell for consideration; for scarcely
had the prince disappeared, when the inner door again opened,

a’x and gave admittance to Abigail.

«Oh! youare!” she exclaimed quickly. * Your disguise has
¢ v been discovered. Fly as fast as you can.”

b33 < I would gladly do so,” replied Snell , averting his face, ‘* but

w: X dare not.”

< Dare not!” exclaimed Abigail. ¢‘You must. The queen,
B and the duchess will be here instantly, and then we are both
i & dost.”

be ¢ The prince has just been here and has ordered me not to
w¢ Stir,” replied Snell.
ks ““You had better risk disobeying him than incur the queen’s

displeasure, aggravated as it is by the duchess’s malice,” said
res Abigail. ¢ If you are found here all chance of our union is at an
‘& end.”
¢ Our union!” thought Suell to himself. ¢ This explains it.
7= The rascal has been making love to the queen’s favourite! It ’ll be
r: counted high treason, at the least. I shall be beheaded, and no
one will find out the mistake till it’s too late. Oh, Lord! — oh,
o Lord!”
¢ Don’t stand talking to yourself in that way,” cried Abigail,
‘“but go. You seem to have taken leave of your senses.”
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«J believe I have,” cried Snell, slapping bis forehead, and
stamping on the floor, in a distracted manner. ‘¢ My brain spits
round like a top. Would to Heaven I had never entered this
palace!”

¢t These regrets are not very flattering to me,” replied Abigil.
‘“Bat I will not reproach you. They are coming' Fly! fly!”

¢ I dare not, Itell you,” rejoined Snell. ‘¢ The prince saidit
was as much as my head was worth to leave this place.”

‘“Your conduct is utterly incomprehensible ,” said Abigail, ia
a tone of mingled anxiety and vexation. ‘‘You seem determinel
to ruin us both, and exhibit such unaccountable waywardness s
selfishness, that I begin to regret having wasted my affection upos

ou.” )
! <« I wish you never had so wasted it,” said Snell.
‘“How!” exclaimed Abigail, in extremity of surprise and in-
dignation.

‘“Thatis, not upon me, butupon him,” rejoined the other.

““Him!"” she cried. ¢ Whom do you allude to, Sir?”

¢“To — to — to — I don’t exactly know his name,” he replied.

¢« This is unpardonable,” she cried, ¢ and at such a momes!
too. But it reconciles me to the discovery. Farewell for ever, Sit.
I leave you to make your own excuses to the queen. Even if si¢
forgives you, I will not.”

¢ What have I done, Madam?” cried Snell, falling on bis
knees before her, and catching hold of her dress — ¢¢ what nev
mischief have I committed?”

‘It is idle to ask the question,” replied Abigail, tryingtoer
tricate herself from him. ‘¢ Get up — release me ! — I hear them
coming!” R

But before she could free herself from him, the door opened,
and the queen and the Duchess of Marlborough entered the ante-
chamber. .

““There!” cried the duchess, pointing triumphantly to Soel
whose back was towards them, and who still remained in a kneel-
ing posture — ‘‘behold the confirmation of my statement. Thus
it is that your majesty’s injunctions are obeyed. Thus it is that
you are betrayed by those in whom you place implicit confidence.
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fter this pfoof of treachery and disobedience, you cannot hesitate
» drive Abigail from your presence for ever.”

‘‘You are hasty, duchess,” replied Anne, coldly. ¢ This
cene may admit of some explanation.”

¢“Explanation!” echoed the duchess, with a contemptuous
augh. ““It can admit of no explanation but one. Your majesty,
presume, will not doubt the evidence of your own eyesight.”

¢ Can this be Mr. Masham?” said the queen. ‘I am by no
neans satisfied on the point.”

¢« Her grace is labouring under a most extraordinary delusion,”
eplied Prince George, who was standing near the door with his
lisguised equerry, laughing at what was occurring. ‘¢ This per-
jon is Mezansene, one of the attendants whom, as your majesty
tnows, I have lately taken into my service. Let her look at him
nore closely, and she will instantly perceive her mistake.”

¢“Why I declare it is not Masham!” cried Abigail to herself,
ind recoiling in confusion from her supposed lover. ‘ Have I been
ieceived all this time!” .

«“Jt is your highness who is labouring under a delusion, not
me,” said the duchess. ¢ I affirm that-ss Mr. Masham.”

““No, your grace, I 'm not Mr. Masham, indeed I ain’t,”
roared Snell

‘“It ’s not his voice, certamly,” cried the duchess, starting
forward, and gazing at hlm in consternation. ¢ This is not the
person I met in the gallery.”

_“Yes it is, your grace, for he has just told me all about it,”
interposed the prince. ¢¢The mistake was very natural, for he is
uncommonly like Masham — so Jike that I frequently call him by
the name. Don’tI, sirrah?”

““Very frequently, your highness,” replied Snell.

¢‘ Confusion!” exclaimed the duchess. But instantly recover-
ing herself, she turned to Abigail and said, *‘Since this is not
Mr. Mesham, how comes he on his knees to you? Itis not usual
for lacqueys to adopt such a posture to ladies.”

“‘He had a favour to beg from her, of course ?” said the prince.

*“Yes, I had a favour to beg of her,” added Snell.

‘“Ah, indeed; what wasit?” asked the duchess.

Sarnt Jumes’s. \2
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‘“Nay, that ’s pressing the poor fellow too hardly, duchess,”
rejoined the prince. *‘No more questions need be asked him.”

*Pardon me, your highness,” replied the duchess, ‘the
whole affair is so mysterious and unsatisfactory, that I shail ot
rest till I have sifted it thoroughly. Hark’ee, sirrah; as you aver
that you met me in the gallery just now, you can of course tel
what passed on that occasion. 1see you are about to utter a lie.
Confess your imposture at once, or you shall be soundly horse-
whipped.”

¢ Take care of your neck,” ‘whispered the prince, significantly.

‘“Speak, fellow,” thundered the duchess.

¢“Really your grace quite bewilders me,” replied Snell.

‘I don’t wonder at it,” observed the prince, ¢ her grace be-
wilders most people.”

¢ Are you known to any of the household, knave?” demanded
the duchess.

‘““Yes, to a great many,” answered Snell; ‘that is, I wa
known” — he added, checking himself in confusion.

I doubt it,” rejoined the duchess. *‘With your majestys
permission, I should like to have some one brought in to identily
him.” -

The queen signified her assent, and the prince, with a covert
wink at Masham, told him to fetch some member of the house-
hold.

¢“It’s all up with me now,” muttered Snell, groaning inter-
nally. .

At this juncture, the duchess moved towards the queen, and

»

the prince, seeing her attention occupied, seized the opportunity |

of whispering a few words to Abigail, which seemed to set her
quite at ease, for her face was lighted up with smiles.

The next moment, Masham returned with Proddy. The coach-
man was dressed in his state livery, and made one of his best axd
profoundest bows to the queen — another to the prince — and 2
third to the duchess.

¢ Step this way, Mr. Proddy,” said the latter.  ** Do you know
this person?”’ pointing to Snell.

“Perfectly well, your grace,” replied Proddy. ¢ Perfectly.”

w I W —
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*“To be sure he does,” cried Snell, leaping up joyfully. *I
was certain Mr. Proddy would recollect his old friend —”

<“Frank Mezanszne,” interrupted the coachman, seeing the
mistake he was about to commit. ¢‘Yes — yes — I recollect you
well enough, Frank. I knew him long before he came to the pa-
lace, your grace.”

¢“Yes; Mr. Proddy knew me long before I dreamed of be-
cominga —a—a—yes—"

¢ A member of her majesty’s household,” supplied Proddy.
*You owe your advancement to me; for if it hadn’t been for my
recommendation, Mr. Chillingworth wouldn’t have engaged you
as his substitute.”

¢ Mr. Chillingworth! Mr, Masham, youmean,” said Soell.

““No, I don't;” replied Proddy, significantly. ‘¢ And you
don’t either, but you 're so confused you don’t know what you ’re
sayin’.”

*<This is a plot, I 'm convinced,” cried the duchess. ‘‘Come,
I’ll make it worth your while to speak the truth, sirrah,” she
added to Snell. “You shall have the queen’s free pardon, and a
reward from me, if you ’ll confess that you 've been put up to this
scheme by Mr. Masham.”

<¢Nay, your grace is offering the poor fellow a bnbe to forswear
himself,” said the prince. *‘Speak at the peril of your life,” he
added in an undertone to Snell.

“I’m dumb,” he replied.

There was a pause, but as Snell remained silent, the duchess
turned to the queen, and said — ‘I pray your majesty let him be
detained in close custody, till I have investigated the matter
further.”

¢ As your grace pleases,” replied the queen; ‘but it appears
unnecessary.”

““Remove him!” cried the duchess to Masham.

The supposed yeoman of the guard bowed, and laid his hand
on Snell. The latter trembled, and would have spoken, but was
silenced by a look from the prince. He was then hurried out of
the room by Masham and Proddy.

¢80 ends your grace’s discovery,” said the gqueen, itomiealy.

2
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‘Pardon me, your majesty,” replied the duchess; it isnot
ended yet. Only promise me that if I lay bare this plot you will
punish the contrivers as they deserve.”

““The plot exists only in her grace’s imagination,” remarked
the prince, laughing. *‘But apropos of Masham — I wish we bad
him again.”

1 dare say your highness could produce him at a moment’s
notice,” replied the duchess.

‘I wish I could,” replied the prince.

‘““Enough of this,” interposed the queen. ‘‘Mr. Masham
must abide his time. If he appears before the expiration of his
sentence, he will incar my displeasure anew.”

¢1 am glad to hear your majesty say so,” replied the duchess.
““But I wish to confer with you on some other matters, and with
your permission we will return to the cabinet.”

The queen assented, and they passed into the innex room to-
gether.

¢ How can I thank your highness sufficiently ?*' cried Abigail,
as she lingered behind with the prince. ¢ Without your aid af
must have been discove red.”

““Gad, you 've had a narrow escape, it must be confessed,”
cried the prince, laughing. ‘‘ButI ’ve thought of a new surprist
for the duchess. I can’t stop to tell you what it is, for no time
must be lost. Follow them to the cabinet, or suspicion may be
excited. I'll join you there presently, and perhaps you may see
Masham again — ha! ha! get along with you.”

And he hurried through one door, as Abigail disappeared
through the other.

CHAPTER IL

Detailing the further mystification of the Duchess.

TaE prisoner, meanwhile, was conducted by Masham and
Proddy to a closet adjoining the gallery, where the former haviog
given him some directions and assurances, which restored him,
in a measure, to confidence, locked the door upon him. This
done, Proddy took his departure, and the young equerry was set-
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ting off in a different direction, when he saw the prince coming
towards him. A few words passed between them, at the end of
which the prince, having placed a letter in the other’s hand, they
separated — his highness retracing his steps, and Masham hurry-
ing to his own room. Shortly afterwards, Masham returned to
the closet, wrapped in a loose great coat, and, unlocking the
door, went in to Snell, whom he found divested of his attire.
Taking a bundle from beneath his great coat, and throwing it to
the other, Masham said — ‘‘Here are your own clothes. As
soon as you are dressed, come forth again, and take your post at
the door. Lock it, and act as I have directed, and I will double
the reward I have given you.”

Snell promised compliance, and Masham, snatching up his
own habiliments, which had been tied up in a handkerchief for
him by the other, disappeared.

Half-an-hour after this, and just as the duchess was taking
leave of the queen, an usher entered the cabinet, and announced
that the Duke of Marlborough begged a moment’s audience of her
majesty. Anne signified her assent, and Abigail, who with the
prince was present, would have retired, but at a sign from her
royal mistress, sheremained. The next moment, the duke was
introduced. The duchess regarded him with surprise, and
plainly expressed by her looks that the visit was wholly unexpected
by her.

! ‘I have come to ascertain your majesty’s pleasure on a point
on which I myself am somewhat doubtful,” said the duke;
¢<though I cannot but think you will adopt the course. which ap-
pears to me most consistent with your character for good-nature.”

¢ This is a strange preamble, my lord,” replied Anne; ‘to
what does it lead?”
~ *“Ay, what does it lead to?” interposed the duchess, impa-
tiently. * To the point, your grace.”

“‘Briefly, then,” replied the duke, ‘‘I am come here on be-
half of Mr. Masham, who is just arrived from Paris — "

¢ Masham again!" interrupted the duchess, ‘he haunts us.
‘We know not where he has arrived from; but he has been seen
here, in the palace, not an hour age.”
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¢ Impossible,” replied the duke; ‘he has only reached Lon-
don within this half hour. He came straight to Marlborough
House, and I saw him not five minutes after he quitted the saddle.
‘His attire bore evidence of the expedition he had used.”

¢“You hear that, duchess,” said the prince, who seemed in 2
high state of enjoyment at what was going forward.

‘‘He is the bearer of an important letter, which he has been
enjoined to place in your majesty’s own hands, and no other,”
pursued the duke, ‘‘and he came to consult me what he should
do, being still under seatence of banishment from your: presence.
As I have said, I scarcely knew how to advise him, but I consented
to come hither to ascertain your pleasure.”

‘“You did wrong,” cried the duchess, harshly.

‘I am of a different opinion,” rejoined the queen; ‘‘under
the circumstances, Iw:ll see him.”

‘“He is without,” replied the duke; ‘I thought it better to
bring him with me.”

And bowing to the queen, he withdrew, and the next moment
returned with Masham. The dusty riding-dress of the latter, his
mud-bespattered boots, soiled cravat, and jaded appearance, per-
fectly bore out the notion of his having just arrived from a long aod
fatiguing journey. Abigail was lost in astonishment, and could
scarcely believe her eyes; the duchess was disconcerted; and
Prince George nearly choked himself between suppressed laughter
and Jarge pinches of snuff.

““This is not a fitting attire to present myself in to your ma-
jesty,” said Masham, with a profound obeisance to the queen;
‘“but I have not had time to repair my toilette; besides —”

I know what you would say, Sir,” interrupted the quees,
good-humouredly. “‘You feared to gain admittance to my pre-
sence. But do not distress yourself. The necessity of the case
excuses the want of etiquette, as well as the violation of my injunc-
tions. His grace of Marlborough tells me you have a dispatch for
me, which can be delivered to no hands but mine.”

‘‘Here it is, Madam,” replied Masham, offering a letter to
her.

*‘From France, Sir?” she asked.
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“From France, your majesty,” replied Masham.

Before breaking the seal the queen glanced at it, and an almost
imperceptible smile dwelt upon her lips; but it speedily faded
away, and gave place to a totally different expression as she opened
the letter, and scanned its contents.

¢¢You have ill news there, I fear, Madam?” said the duchess,
after a pause.

“In truth, not very good,” replied the queen. ¢ My rash
Drother has, atlength, prevailed upon the king of France to help
him to invade this country, and he calls upon me, as a means of
preventing bloodshed, to surrender my crown to him.”

¢ Surrender the crown to him!” exclaimed the duchess. ¢ Va-
nity must have tarned his brain. But is the letter from the Preten-
der himself?"” '

It is from nty brother,” replied the queen.

*“The Pretender is no brother of your majesty’s, though he
passes for such,” rejoined the duchess; ‘‘but we, who are ac-
quainted with the warming-pan history, know better. But if the
letter is from him, how comes it to be entrusted to Mr. Masham?
Is he in the Jacobite interest?”

¢ Assuredly not,” replied Masham. ‘‘I am prepared to lay
down my life in her majesty’s service. And in case of a rebellion
1 shall be found among the first to rally round her throne. But I
crave your majesty’s pardon for remaining here without licence.
Having discharged my mission, I take my leave.” And with a
profound obeisance, he retired.

**The letter which your majesty has received contains no idle
threat,” said Marlborough. ¢‘I have just heard from a source on
which I can rely, that an expedition is fitting out at Dunkirk, the
<ommand of which is to be taken by the Chevalier de Forbin, a
maval officer of great experience and bravery, while it will be ac-

_ companied by the Chevalier de Saint George in person.”

**This sounds like preparation,” said the queen.

““Prompt and effectual measures shall be taken to check it,”
replied the duke. “‘I will instruct General Cadogan to obtain
assistance from the Dutch government, and with whatever amouat
of men the French fleet may sail, a corresponding number of ek~
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talions shall be transported hither at the same time. The chief
aim of the invasion will doubtless be Scotland, and therefore se-
veral regiments of infantry shall be sent to join Lord Leven, the
commander-in-chief in that country, and he shall have instruc-
tions to take possession of Edinburgh Castle. The troops on the
north-east coast of Ireland shall be held ready for instant embarks-
tion, and with regard to naval defence, if I may be permitted
to recommend to the prince, I would suggest that a powerful
squadron, under the command of Admiral Sir George Byng,
should be sent to lie off Dunkirk to watch the movements of the
French fleet.”

‘It shall be so,” replied the prince. ¢ The Lisbon fleet re-
quires a large convoy, which the enemy no doubt calculated upon,
and fancied that our shores would be left defenceless, but we will
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disappoint them. The squadron shall be sent as your gracs i

suggests.”

¢ These precautions taken, nothingis to be feared,” said the
duke. “ The attempted invasion will only redound to your m-
jesty’s glory, by proving the zeal and devotion of your subjects.
Neither will it, as is hoped and intended by the crafty Louis, inter-
fere with the prosecution of-the war with France.”

““Amen!” exclaimed the queen. *‘I must now break up the
audience, for 1 am somewhat fatigued, and desire to commune
with myself on these unpleasant tidings.”

¢*Before it is broken up, I should wish your ma]esty to seethe
prisoner once more,” said the duchess.

‘“What prisoner?” asked the duke.

*“You will see,” replied the duchess. *‘I will explain all ©
you afterwards.”

‘It is scarcely necessary,” replied the queen, reluctantly;
‘“but if your grace desires it —”

¢‘I do desire it,” replied the duchess.

“Well, then, let him be brought hither at once,” said the
queen; ‘‘but I warn your grace, that whatever occurs it will make
no change in my disposition towards him!”’

“In that case, let us bring the matter to an instant issus,’
said the prince.
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Accordingly, an usher was despatched for the prisoner, and
he returned shortly afterwards, followed by Snell and Masham —
the former in his own garb of a yeoman of the guard, and the latter
in the footman’s disguise.

¢« Come this way,” cried the prince.

And the pair stood before the queen.

*¢This young man bears a most remarkable resemblance to Mr.
Masham,” said the duke. ¢‘IfI did not know that he had just left
us, I should declare that it was him.”

*“The resemblance is indeed wonderful ,”’ said the prince.

““So wonderful that I am convinced it is him!” said the
duchess.

¢ Mr. Masham has just quitted the palace, your grace,” re-
plied Snell.

¢¢Oh, yes, Isaw him pass the outer court,” said the usher.

¢“Then nothing more need be said,” remarked the duchess,
‘“and your majesty will dismiss the prisoner. There has been
some trickery in the matter, but what it is I cannot make out at
present.”

And at a gesture from the queen, Snell withdrew with Masham.
The others retired soon after, leaving the queen and the prince
alone. Anne looked hard at her husbhand, tapped her fan against
her left hand, and shook her head significantly, while Prince
George, not knowing exactly what all these expressive gesture
meant, relieved his embarrassment by an immoderate pinch of
snuff. .

““You think you have made me your dupe,” said the queen,
at length, in a good-humoured tone — ‘“but you are mistaken —
I see through it all, and much more plainly than the duchess.”

*“Your majesty —"

‘“Nay, if you try to brave it out, Ishall indeed be angry,” in-
terrupted Anne. ¢ This lefter came from France, no doubt —
but it was under cover to you; and in making it up again, you
have used your own seal. Nay, look. Oh, prince! you are but

A& poor contriver! ”

Her consort took another pinch of snuff.
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*“This is not all,” pursued the queen. *‘In the folds of
letter there was slipped — accidentally, no doubt — a billet frou
Abigail to Masham, from which I find he has been in thep
all the time, in disguise. Look at it.” And she held forth sfbe
little note to him. ¥

The prince again had recourse to his snuff-box. "

““If your majesty punishes them, you must punish me,” he
said, ¢ for I am equally to blame. But you will be gracious to-
wards them.”

I make no promises,” she replied. ¢‘But I must deferal
consideration of this foolish pair of lovers to some other occasion.
You must now help me to think over this meditated invasion, aod
the steps necessary to be taken to meet it. Oh, my brother,” she
exclaimed. ¢ Would there were any way of helping thee, short
of surrendering my crown!”

CHAPTER IIL

‘Wherein the serjeant receives an important commission from the Duke.

ON his return from the palace, the Duke of Marlborough re-
tired to his closet, and sent for Serjeant Scales. The serjeant
was not long in answering the summons; but he entered so noise-
lessly, that the duke, who was busily engaged in writing, did ot
perceive him, and he remained standing motionless and erect for
some time, until the duke chancing to raise his eyes, remarked
his presence.

““Oh, you are there, serjeant,” hesaid. ¢‘I sent for you to
let you know that you will have to sail for Holland to-night, — or
rather, early to-morrow morning; for the sloop in which you will
take your passage, and which is lying off Woolwich, will set out
with the tide, at three o’clock. You must be on board by
midnight.” )

‘“Good, general,” replied Scales, saluting.

““The object of your sudden departure is this,” pursued the
duke. *‘Despatches will be entrusted to your care, which you wil
deliver with your own band to General Cadogan, at the Hague—
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with your own hand, mind, serjeant. The general may be at
Helvoetsluys, or elsewhere; for though he has just written to
me from Ostend, to say he should take his departure immediately
for the Dutch capital, circumstances may alter his route. But
you will learn where he is when you reach Briel.”

““Very good, general,” replied the serjeant. ‘It shall be
done.”

Upon this, the duke nodded his head, and resumed his writiog
but after awhile looking up, he found Scales still in the same
Pplace.

‘“What, not gone, serjeant?’’ he said.

‘I didn’t understand I was done with,” replied Scales, salu-
ting, and moving towards the door.

¢*Stay,” replied the duke, noticing a certain hesitation in his
follower’s manner. ¢Can I do anything for you before you go?
Don’t be afraid to ask it, if I can.”

“I want nothing, your grace,” replied Scales, <‘but what I
can’t have.”

«“How do you know that, unless you make the experiment?”
replied the duke, kindly. '

‘‘Because the errand on which I ‘'m going tells me so,” replied
theserjeant. ¢“What I want is your grace’s company. I dor’t
like leaving you behind.”

““Would I were going with you, my good fellow!” exclaimed
the duke. ‘I would far rather undergo all the anxieties and
fatigues of the most difficult campaign than take part, as I am
Qow obliged to do, in the pelty cabals and intrigues of a court.
But I am not my own master, as indeed no man is who has
80ld himself to his country. Content you, serjeant, I will follow
You speedily.”

*“And who is to clean your grace’s boots when I am gone?”
8aid Scales, in a doleful tone, and with a grimace well calculated
to provoke the duke’s laughter.

‘“Really, serjeant, I have not given that important matter
consideration,” said Marlborough, smiling. But fearful of hurt-
ing the other’s feelings, he added, in a kindly tone, *I shall cer-
tainly miss your skilful brush.”
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*“Your grace won’t look like yourself without me,” si
serjeant, who, being a privileged favourite, indulged in
derable familiarity. <The boots won't take the right joidfle ¢
from any hand but mine. Your grace may laugh; butit’s
You 've often admitted it before, and you ’Il admit it again.”

“‘Very likely, serjeant,” replied the duke. < You 've
excellent qualities besides your talent for cleaning boots; a
shall be sorry to lose you, even for a short time. Nor wo
I employ you upon the present commission, but that I knov
one so trustworthy as yourself.” .

““Your grace will never have reason to repent your confid
inme,” replied Scales, proudly.

I believe you, my good fellow,” returned the duke.
believe you.”

““Oh! general,” exclaimed Scales, ‘‘how happy shall we b
in retirement at Blenheim, after a few more glorious campaiges,
when we come to turn our swords into reapin’-hooks.”

“That is what I sigh for, indeed, serjeant,” replied the duke;
“but it will never come. I have a presentiment that the fruit
of my labour will be snatched from me at the very moment the
arrive at maturity. Louis will accomplish by gold what he cannet
do by force of arms. . There is a faction here at work to oppose s
my efforts, and in time they may neutralize them. WhatIgit
in the field is lost at court, for there, strange to say, the Kingol
France has a stronger party than myself. Repeated defeats hae
shown him that we are destined to be his conquerors, and he thert-
fore seeks to retrieve his losses by other means. 1If he succeedt
in obtaining peace on his own terms, it were better that the v
had never been undertaken — better that so much treasure b
never been uselessly spent, and so many lives lost — better, f
better, that Blenheim and Ramilies had never been won.”

‘It pains me to hear your grace talk thus,” rejoined Scales;
‘“but such a disgraceful peace will never be made.”

‘“Heaven grant I may never live to see the day!” cried th
duke, “‘but I fear it. The seeds of treason are scattered s0
widely throughout this court, that unless discovered and plucked
forth, they will produce fearful consequences. But though

i
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enlertaining this feeling, 1 do not suffer myself to be dishearten-
ed by it, but shall go on as energetically as ever; and as long
s the armies of England are entrusted to my command, her
laurels shall never be tarnished.”

¢“No fear of that, your grace,” said Scales, emphatically.

*“The French never have won a battle from me yet, and they
never shall win one,” cried the duke.

““That ’s certain!” exclaimed Scales, waving his hat with
enthusiasm.

¢« Steady, serjeant,” said the duke, smiling. ¢‘But since I
forget myself, no wonder you doso. I have spoken unreservedly
to you, because I know I am safe with you, and because I
desire to relieve myself of some thoughts that oppress me. Your
fidelity, and the services you have rendered me, entitle you to be
treated as a friend.”

““Then as you condescend to treat me as such,” replied the
serjeant, ‘‘I’ll make so bold as to offer your grace a bit of advice.
Don’t have any more misgivings. You ’ll finish this war as glo-
riously as you 'vebegun it, and will trample your enemies beneath
your foot, as sure as you ’re a living man. I’ll never believe that
Englishmen will see the laurels snatched from the brow of their
greatest commander — the Duke of Marlborough. IfI thought so
I would disown my country.”

““Well, no more of this, Scales,” said the duke, extending
his hand to the serjeant, who pressed it fervently to his heart. I
will see you in the evening, when you shall have the despatches.
Make your preparations for departure in the meantime.”

The serjeant bowed, and brushing away a tear left the closet.

CHAPTER IV.
In what manner the serjcant took leave of his friends.

‘« A sOLDIER ought always to be ready to march at an instant’s
notice,” thought the serjeant, as he returned to his own room,
‘“and therefore I can’t complain. Nevertheless, I should like to
bave had a little longer furlough. But never mind. T is the for-
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tune of war. My preparations will soon be made, and then I'l
bid my friends good bye.”

With this, he set to work, and in less than an hour his scanty
wardrobe, consisting of half-a-dozen shirts, an undress coat and
waistcoat, and some other matters, were packed up in his chest
with military care and neatness. He then dressed himself in his
full regimentals, and proceeded to the housekeeper’s room, where
he found Mrs. Plumpton. Sitting down without a word, he looked
fixedly at her, and heaved a deep sigh.

““Why, bless us! serjeant, what ’s the matter?” cried Mr.
Plumpton, with much concern. ‘I hope you ain’t ill. Takes
little ratafia?” And opening a cupboard, she produced a flask
and a glass.

¢+ “Well, Idon’t mind if I do, Mrs. Plumpton,” replied Scales.
‘‘Here ’s to our next merry meeting!”” he added, in a tone some-
what a variance with the hilarity of the sentiment.

I hope it won’t be long first, serjeant,” said the lady.

< It may be longer than you think for,” replied Scales, myste-
riously.

‘“What do you mean, serjeant?” cried Mrs. Plumpton, it |
alarm. ¢You ain’t a-goin’ to leave us soon?”

““Sorry to say I am,” replied Scales. ¢TI 'm called off whe
I least expected it, as many a brave fellow has been before me.”

«“Save us! serjeant, you make me dwither all over,” replied
Mrs. Plumpton. *‘You don’t mean to say that you ’re a-goin’ to
the wars!”

. “The trumpet calls him to the field, and to the summons he
must yield,” apostrophized Scales. ¢ He leaves the mistress of
his heart — from her, indeed, ’tis hard to part; but to the battle
he must go, for loud the warning trumpets blow.”

‘Mrs. Plampton sighed dismally.

““Amid the battle’s strife,” replied Scales, changing his
measure, ‘‘and when the cannons roar, I 'll think of thee, my
life, hoping to meet once more.”

¢“Oh! dear! dear!” cried Mrs. Plumpton. “‘But are you
really going "’
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*“To-night the vessel sails, will bear away thy Scales,” replied
Rhe serjeant. ‘‘ Though friends elsewhere he find, he leaves his
Theart behind.”

“Don’t talk to me in this manner, I beg of you, serjeant,”
cried Mrs. Plumpton; “Ican’tbearit. It’s cruel of you to trifle
with one’s feelings.”

I ’ve no intention of trifling with your feelings,” said Scales.
“¢Obey I must when honour calls, though doomed to meet the
<annon-balls — ha! here comes Mrs. Tipping.”

“Oh! Tipping, he ’s a-goin’ to leave us!” exclaimed Mrs.
Plumpton, as the lady’s-maid entered the room.

‘““What! the serjeant!” cried the other.

“Yes, thejserjeant,” responded Scales. ‘‘The soldier’s is a
wmerry life; he goes when beats the drum; and though he may not
Like the change, — he takes things as they come.”

““And very wise in him to do so,” replied Mrs. Tipping.
“‘Well, I wouldn’tbe a soldier’s wife for something.”

““You wouldn’t!” cried Scales. .

“Iwouldn’t,” sherepeated. ‘‘Suppose I was your wife, for
Rnstance, what would become of me when you were away?”

““Why, you must do as the duchess does in his grace's ab-
sence,” replied Scales.

¢ The duchess is no rule for me,” rejoined Mrs. Tipping. *I
shouldn’t like it at all. Suppose you were to come back without
an arm, oraleg, oran eye?”

*Suppose I was, -what then?” replied Scales.

I don’t think I could reconcile myself to it,” replied Mrs.
“Tipping. ‘‘Idon’tlike any deficiencies.”

“Humph!” exclaimed Scales. ¢ What says Mrs. Plumpton?"”

«I should like you just as well if you lost both legs, oraleg
and an arm,” she replied. .

‘““Well, ladies, this is no jesting matter — at least, not with
me,” rejoined Scales; ‘I am really setting out for Holland to-
might. It ’s quite unexpected on my part, or I'd have prepared
You for it. But you ’ll come and take a farewell dish o’ tea with me
W0 my room. I'll ask my friend Proddy to meet you. I shall ex-
wect you both at five.”

»
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Shortly after this, the serjeant repaired to the palace, ndﬂ

found Proddy in the kitchen — a lofty and spacious apartment,
with a vaulted roof and numerous fire-places. The coachman was
busily engaged with a cold sirloin of beef and a tankard of ale, but
on learning the serjeant’s intelligence, he declared it quite took
away his appetite, and he laid down his knife and fork. Itwas
then settled that they should meet again at five o’clock, andth
serjeant taking his departure, Proddy withdrew to a small room
contiguous to the kitchen, to smoke his pipe undisturbed, and
ruminate on what had been told him. While he was thus occupied, §¢
the door opened, and in walked Bimbelot and Sauvageon.

«Good day, gentlemen,” said Proddy, shaking hands wib§i
them; ‘‘how goes the world with you?”

¢« Passablement, mon cher cocher,” replied Bimbelot, ¢ pass+ !
blement. Mais vous étes un peu triste — you look down indt§
mouth — chopfallen — vat you call it.” k

‘1 may well look down in the mouth, Bamby,” replied Prodd}, §
¢¢seein’ as how I 'm goin’ to lose my best friend.”

“Vat, desergent?” asked Sauvageon.

““Yes, he ’s leavin’ me,, and at a moment’s notice too,” replied
Proddy. '

“‘Ventrebleu!” exclaimed Bimbelot; * mais c¢’est soudain. I
Marlbrook going to de wars again?”

“If by Marlbrook you mean the Duke of Marlborough
Bamby,” rejoined Proddy, with dignity, ‘‘I believe mot —not }
just yet, at all events. The serjeant is chosen as the bearer of
certain despatches to General Cadogan, which can only be cor-
veyed by a trusty person. You understand.”

“OQui, je comprend parfaitement,” answered Bimbelot, with
a significant look at Sauvageon. ‘ And when does de sergent go?”

¢« He sails for Holland to-night,” replied Proddy.

“‘Yous entendez cela,” said Bimbelot to Sauvageon. “l
part ce soir pour la Hollande avec des dépéches. Il faut Varréter.”

“Bon,” replied the corporal.

‘“What ’s that you say, Bamby?” inquired Proddy.

I was merely expressing my regret at de great loss we shall




193

eustain in de sergent’s absence,” replied Bimbelot, ¢ c’est tout,
mon brave cocher.”

«I, forone, shall miss him greatly,” groaned Proddy.

¢« And I for anoder,” exclaimed Bimbelot.

<« And I for a third,” added Sauvageon.

¢“8i nous pouvons mettre nos mains sur ces lettres, ce sera
une bonne chance,” observed Bimbelot to his friend.”

¢ Prenez garde,” replied the other; ‘“ ce drdle a des soupgons.”

«“Eh, what?” cried Proddy; ‘¢ what ’s droll? not the serjeant’s
departure, Savagejohn?”

‘*“Not in the least,” replied the corporal. ‘C’est un bien brave
homme, le sergent. I shall be excessive sorry to lose hjm.”

‘“'We must call to take leave of him,” said Bimbelot. ¢¢At
what hour does he leave Marlbro’ House?”

I don’t know,” replied Proddy; **but I 'm going to him at
five.”

“Eh bien, nous passerons chez lui & sept heures— ou un peu
plus tard,” said Bimbelot, with a look at his friend. ¢*'We’ll do
ourselves de honour to look in upon him, pour prendre congé, in
de course of de evening. Oblige us by telling him so.”

«“I'will,” replied Proddy; ‘‘and I make no doubt he 'll be glad
to see you.”

«“Oh! & propos, Monsieur le cocher,” eried Bimbelot, ‘I came
to ask you a question, but what you tell me about the sergent has
Pput it out clean of my head. Is dat Mezansene vid whom 1 fight de
duel in de dark still in de palace?”

¢“What for, eh?” demanded Proddy, grufily.

¢« Oh, noting very paruc’lar,” replied Bimbelot. ‘But I should
like to see him.”

‘“Then you can’t — and that ’s flat, Bamby," rejoined the
coachman. ‘ He is in constant attendance on the prince, and can’t
be seen by anybody.”

“Ah, Proddy, vous &tes un vieux rusé,” said Bimbelot. :
““You ’re a cunning old fox. Mais vous ne me pouvez pas tromper.
You know very well it ’s Mr. Masham, en masquerade.”

‘I know nothin’ of the sort,” replied Proddy, still more
sulkily.

Suint Jumer's. k%Y
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‘“Bravo! — trés-bien!” cried Bimbelot, laughing. ¢Butl
shan’t press you too hard. Don’t be afraid of me. X wont betray
him. I know what he disguise himself for — une jolie dame—
Mademoiselle Abigail Hill — ha, ha! Adieu, mon cher Proddy.
‘We shall meet again in de evening, when we call upon de sergent.”
And with ceremonious bows the two Frenchmen went their way.

Proddy smoked another pipe, drank another mug of ale, and
then thinking it time to start, set out for Marlborough Hous,
where, on arriving, he proceeded at once to the serjeant’s room,

_and found him seated at tea between Mrs. Plumpton and M.
Tipping, both of whom were in tears.

¢“Well, this is an affecting sight,” said the coachman, pausing,

as if arrested by it, near the door — “‘a very affecting sight!”

““Yes, it ’s painful,” replied the serjeant; ‘‘but having &
perienced so many sad partings, I’'m getting used to it, likethe
eels. But sit down, comrade — sit down. Wont you join us?”

““No; Mr. Proddy never takes tea, I recollect,” said Mrs.
Plumpton. *‘I’ll fetch him some ale.”

And quitting the room, she returned in a few minutes wndn
large pewter.]ug, holding about three piats.

‘‘Here 's to your speedy return, serjeant,” said Proddy, s~
plying the jug to his lips, and raising his eyes devoutly to the
ceiling, as he took a long pull at it. ¢‘Nothing consoles a mi
like ale',” he added. ¢‘It’s balm to the bruised sperrit. We shall
be quite lost without him, eh, ladies?”

«“Quite lost!” they both agreed.

**The best of friends must part sometimes, my dears,” replied
Scales; ‘‘and we shall be all the happier when we meet agaid.
A little absence teaches us our proper value.”

*“There ’s no occasion for absence to teach us youws valley, ser-
jeant, I’m sure,” said Mrs. Plumpwn.

¢ There goes Plumpton again,” cried Mrs. Tipping, pettishly.
*¢ Al-ways taking the words out of one’s mouth.”

““Then you should be quick and speak ’em first,” rejoined
Mrs. Plumpton.

““Oh, serjeant!” exclaimed Proddy, *I wish X was a-goio’
with you. Since I’ve known you, I've had a strange longi'
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#o enter the service, and now it comes upon me stronger than
ever.”

“‘You ’d soon have enough of it,” replied Scales; ¢‘not that

X ever had though; but then a8 man must begin young, and get
Anured to hardship. You can’t always recruit yourself with a mug
of ale and a pipe after the days fatigue — and it ’s but seldom can
you get a bed to lie upon. I don’t think a soldier’s life would suit
you, Proddy. You 're better as you are.”

¢ Marchin’ mightn’t suit me,” replied the coachman, ’cause
X ’m pursy and short-winded, but I should enjoy comfortable
quarters in one of those old Flemish towns hugely; and as to
fightin’, I couldn’t have too much o’that. One reason why I should
like to be a soldier is, that I should then be a favourite with the
women. By-the-bye, serjeant, are the Dutch ladies handsome?”’

““Very,” replied the serjeant; ‘‘but not to compare,” he
added, glancing tenderly at his fair neighbours, ‘with our own
countrywomen.”

¢ Of course not,” said Proddy; ¢ but still they may do very
well in their absence.”

¢ Why—y-e-s,” replied Scales, somewhat embarrassed, *¢ the
vrows are not without merit.”

«“I hope you wont fall in love with any of ‘em, while you 're
away, serjeant,” said Mrs. Plumpton.

«If you come back with a Dutch wife, it will be worse than
returning without a leg,” said Mrs. Tipping.

The conversation here dropped. The serjeant made several
efforts to renew it, but the ladies were too much depressed to be
roused by them, and as to Proddy, he declared *‘he hadn’t a word
to throw at a dog,” but applied himself for consolation to the jug,
the contents of which began to make an evident impression upon
his head. Tea was just finished, and the things removed, when
Mr. Timperley entered to say that his grace desired to see the ser-
jeant. The summons of course, was instantly obeyed, and Scales
was absent nearly half an hour, during which Proddy made no
remark to his companions, except to proffer a request to Mrs.
Plampton to replenish his mug, which she complied with, though
with some reluctance. On his return, the serjeantlocked grawe
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and consequential, as he usually did when fresh from the presence
of his commander. But to gravity he now added an air of mystery,
as if fraught with a sense of the importance of his mission. He
sat down without a word, and for some moments silence prevailed,
which was at length broken by Proddy.

““Well, serjeant, you 've got your despatches, I suppose?”
he asked.

‘““Yes, they ’re safe enough here,” replied Scales, tapping bis
breast.

As he said this, the door opened, and Bimbelot and Sauvageon
entered the room.

«<J forgot to mention that I had told these gentlemen you were
going,” said Proddy, noticing that the serjeant looked surprised,
and not altogether pleased.

*“Qui, mon cher sergent,” said Bimbelot, ‘‘nous sommes
venus pour vous dire adieu, et vous souhaiter bon voyage.”

““Much obliged to you, Bamby, and to you, too, corporal,’
replied Scales, ‘‘butit wasn’t at all necessary.”

‘“Vous étes chargé des despatches du duc au General Cadogan,
eh, sergent?” said Bimbelot.

¢“Why, you didn't tell ’em that, did you?” said Scales, in3
low and reproachful tone to Proddy.

“Itold ’em all about it,” replied the coachman, whosg pro-
dence was completely overcome by the good liquor he had swal-
lowed. ‘Do you think I 'd fail to let 'em know how much you 're
in the duke’s confidence. Not I. The serjeant has just left his
grace,” he added, ‘‘and has received the despatches from him.”

“Vraiment!” exclaimed Bimbelot, with a furtive look a
Sauvageon.

¢ Silence, fool!” cried Scales, angrily.

¢ De sergent well deserve de favour he enjoys,” said Sauvageon.
¢ It is a sure proof of merit to be trusted.”

“Soitis,” said Bimbelot; ‘‘but if everyone bad his due, d¢
sergent would hold a high rank in de army.”

‘‘He ought to be a captain,” said Proddy. ¢ Captain Scales
here ’s your very good health, and wishin’ you may soon becomea
general.”
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«That ’s the general wish,” said Mrs. Tipping. ,

¢¢ This time you ’ve taken the word out of my mouth, Tipping,”
said Mrs. Plumpton.

¢1 ’ve no desire for preferment,” replied Scales, somewhat
grufily. ¢I’m content with my present station.”

““Well, we won’t intrude longer, sergent,” said Bimbelot.
¢« I suppose you ’ll be setting out immediately?”

¢“Not just yet,” replied Scales. I shall start a little before
nine, and embark, at that hour, at Whitehall-stairs, in a wherry,
which will convey me to Woolwich, whence I sail.”

¢ C’est bien arrangé,” replied Bimbelot. ¢‘Can we help you
to carry your shest?”

¢No thank you,” replied the serjeant. ‘I shall send it en
before me. Proddy and I will walk through the park together.”

Bimbelot and Sauvageon exchanged glances.

<A few minutes before nine we shall fancy you crossing the
park, and atnine, embarking,” said the former.

«Ifyou doso, you wont be far wrong,” replied Scales.

¢¢ Adieu, then, sergent,” said the two Frenchmen, bowing.

¢ Adieu, gentlemen,” replied Scales. And after a further
exchange of civilities and professions of eternal regard, Bimbelot
and Sauvageon bowed themselves out.

'With their disappearance, the conversation fell to the ground
once more.. Scales cleared his throat now and then, and tried to
talk, But in vain; while Proddy quaffed his ale in silence. This
state of things endured for nearly a quarter of an hour, after which
the serjeant, as if nerving himself for a great effort, gotup, and
putting on his hat, said, in a voice which, though he attempted
to (keep it firm, displayed considerable emotion — ‘‘We must
part.”

«Qh, don’tsay so, serjeant!” cried both ladies, rising like-
wise. “‘You ’re not going yet?”

¢¢It ’s useless to postpone it longer,” replied Scales; *‘better
get the partin’ over. You ’ll take care of my room during my ab-
sence, and clean it now and then.”

¢ That we will,” cried both; ¢ we 'l clean it once a week, or
oftener, if you wish it.”
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¢ Don’t meddle with the picters,” pursued the serjeant; “for
though they ’re not worth much, I value ’em. And I shouldn't
like that piece of shot to be taken down — or that broken sword —
or those gauntlets — or the spurs — or the meerschaum —”

‘“We won’t disturb anything,” “cried both ladies. * Youll
find all as you left it on your return.”

«IfIdo return,” said the serjeant, gravely; ¢ there’s alwaps
an {f where a soldier ’s concerned.” :

‘“Don’t mention such a thing!” cried Mrs. Plumpton, burst-
ing into tears.

“To you, Proddy, I commit the custody of my drum, certain
that you ’ll take care of it,” continued Scales.

I ’I1 guard it as I would a treasure!” replied the coachman.
¢I shall fancy I hear your rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-ra-ra whenver Ilook
atit.”

«“And now farewell, my dears,” cried Scales, in a husky
voice. ‘Take care of yourselves. God bless you!”

¢“QOh dear! — o0-0-0-oh dear! I’m sure I shall never survive
it!” blubbered Mrs. Plumpton, applying her apron to her eyes.

“‘Don’t take on so, sweetheart,” cried Scales, passing his
arm over her shoulder, while she buried her face in his breast;
‘“and don’t you, my dear,” he added, affectionately squeezing
Mrs. Tipping's hand, who was sobbing with equal vehemence,
and who leaned against his arm for support — ¢‘if you go on thus,
you ’ll quite unman me.” |

There was a pause of a few minutes, during which the serjeant
gazed sadly and tenderly from one lady to the other — now draw-
ing Mrs. Plumpton a little closer to him with his left hand, now
squeezing Mrs. Tipping rather more affectionately with the right
— while the only sound heard was that occasioned by their sobs.
At length, Proddy, who had witnessed the scene in silence, and
was greatly affected by it, got up, and staggering towards Mrs.
Tipping, laid hold of her arm, and offering the jug of ale to
her, said — ¢‘Here, take a drop of this, my dear, it’ll doyou
good. Nothing like ale to console one in affliction — nothing
like ale!”
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But Mrs. Tipping would not be so comforted, and she paid no
sort of attention to Proddy — so he turned to the ser;-ant, and
offered the jug to bim. )

¢“No, Ithank’ee, Proddy,” said Scales. ¢ You Il take care
of these dear creaters while I 'm away. I leave ’em to your care.”

‘‘You can’t leave "em in better hands,” replied Proddy; “I’ll
be a father to ’em. You ought to have your picter painted in that
attitude, serjeant. You look for all the world like Alexander the
Great between Roxylany and Statiry.”

An unexpected interruption was here occasioned by the en-
trance of a couple of stout porters, who came for the serjeant’s
chest, and ashamed of being thus discovered, both ladies beat a
hasty retreat.

« CHAPTER V.

How the serjeant was waylaid in the park.

THE porters having set out with their load, the serjeant left the
room, telling Proddy he would return presently. How long he
was absent, the coachman could not tell, for, overcome by grief,
and the potency of the ale, he fell fast asleep, and was awakened
by a rousing slap on the shoulder. It was now quite dark, and
the serjeant held a candle in his hand.

¢Come, Proddy, it’s time to be off, my boy,” he cried — *‘it’s
just gone half past eight, and nine ’s the hour of embarkation, you
know.” :

“I’m quite ready, serjeant,” replied the coachman, with a
prodigious yawn, and rubbing his eyes. ‘I was just a-dreaming
of bein’ with you in battle; and when you gave me that knock on
the shoulder, I thought a cannon-ball had hit me.”

<t ’s well it was only a dream,” replied Scales, laughing.
“You 've had a pretty long nap. Sleptoffthe fumes ofthe ale, eh?”

¢“Quite,” replied Proddy. ‘I suppose you ’ve been sayin’
good bye to the women again. Took ’em separately this time, eh?”

Scales did not deny the soft impeachment, but coughed
slightly.

‘You’ll not forget what Isaid to you about ’em?” he observed.
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¢ Oh, about takin’ care of ’em,” replied the coachman. ‘‘Make
yourself quite easy. Any more instructions?”

““No,” replied Scales. And having taken a last lingering sur-
vey of the room, he blew out the candle. ¢‘Now then, coms
along,” he cried. .

Proddy folowed his leader in the dark; but they had not pro-
ceeded far, when the serjeant apparently encountered some ob-
stacle in his path, for he came to a sudden halt. Before the coach-
man could inquire what was the matter, a noise of kissing wis
heard, intermixed by the words, ¢‘Good bye — God bless you!”
pronounced in female accents, which, smothered as they were,
could be distinguished as those of Mrs. Plumpton. The next
moment, a female figure rushed past Proddy, and the serjeant’s
course was clear — at least for a short distance, for before he
reached the end of the passage, he met with another obstruction.
Again the sound of kissing was heard. Again pretty nearly the
same words were uttered, and in the same stifled tone; but this
time the voice was that of Mrs. Tipping, who sobbed audibly as
she rushed past the coachman.

““Well, we shall get out in time, it’s tobe hoped,” observed
Proddy.

«All right,” replied the serjeant, opening the outer door,
through which they passed into the garden, and so into the park.
Arrived there, they struck off on the left, in the direction of the
Cock-pit. The night was dark; and the gloom was so much in-
creased by the shade of the trees beneath which they were walking,
that they could scarcely see each other; but the serjeant being in-
timately acquainted with the locality, held on his pace briskly—
so briskly indeed, that Proddy could scarcely keep up with him.
All at once he stopped, and said: ‘‘Some one is running after us.
Halloa! who goes there?”’

The words were scarcely out of his mouth, when two persons
rushed forward, and seizing hold of him, endeavoured to drag
him backwards by main force, but he disengaged himself by 2
powerful effort, and uttering a loud oath, drew his sword, and
shouted to Proddy to run back for the sentinel stationed near the
palace. The coachman endeavoured to obey, but had not got far
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when his foot caught against some impediment, and he fell with
his face on the ground. 'While thus prostrated, he could hear the
noise of a terrible scuffle going on, intermixed with the clash of
swords, and fierce exclamations from the serjeant. Picking him-
self up as quickly as he could, he hurried on again, roaring lusti-
ly for help. To his great satisfaction, he was soon answered by
the sentinel, whose footsteps were heard hastening towards him,
while atthe same time, the gledam of a lantern was seen throughthe
trees, advancing in another direction. The next moment, the
sentinel came up, and briefly informing him what had happened,
Proddy set off with him to the serjeant’s assistance. Both listened
intently to hear whether the strife was going forward ; but all being
now hushed, the coachman’s heart died within him. Arrived, as
he supposed, within a short distance of his friend, he called out,
— ‘““Where are you, serjeant?” and was answered in a faint
voice, ‘“ Here!”

A watchman arriving on the instant with his lantern, its gleam
showed the serjeant leaning against a tree, and supported by his
sword. Blood was trickling from his arm, as well as from a gash
on his forehead.

““You ’re hurt I fear, serjeant?” inquired Proddy, in a tone
of the most anxious commiseration.

¢Not much,” replied Scales. *‘I’ve got a thrust through the
arm and a cut over the temples, and the loss of blood makes me
feel faintish, — that ’s all. A drop of brandy would set me to
rights.” .

«If that’s all the remedy you require, serjeant,” said the
watchman, “‘I can farnish you with it.”

And producing a small stone bottle from his capacious pocket,
he drew out the cork with his teeth, and held it to Scales’s lips,
who drank eagerly of its contents.

¢ What have become of your assailants, serjeant?” asked the
sentinel.

“Fled!” replied Scales — *“and I think I 've given em some-
thing to remember me by!”

¢« Did they try to rob you?” inquired Proddy.

<Ay, of my dispatches,” replied Scales; **but Liched’ em.
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Here they are, safe enough,” he added, raising his hand to h
breast. ‘Tie a handkerchief round my head, Proddy, andyo
cravat round my arm. There — that 'l do. Now that the bleer
ing’s stanched, I shall be able to proceed.”

‘“Why, you don’t mean to embark in that state?" cried {
coachman, in surprise. .

““Yes, I do,” replied Scales. ‘‘I’ve gone through an acti
when far worse wounded than I am now. Lend me your an
domrade.”

““You’re a brave man, I mustsay, serjeant,” cried these
tinel, ¢¢Can I be of any further service to you?”

““No, Ithank’ee, friend,” replied Scales.

I 'm afraid it ’s useless to go in pursuit of the villains,” s
the watchman.

““Quile useless, and quite unnecessary,” replied Scal
¢ They ’ve failed in the attempt, and that ’s sufficient. Besides,
I ’ve said, I 've given ’em each a remembrancer. Good nig
sentinel.”

And he walked away firmly, though somewhat slowly, 1
leaning on Proddy’s shoulder. The watchman attended him w
his lantern as far as the Cock-pit gate, where he took his lex
The two friends then crossed over to Whitehall-stairs, and
quickly had the occurrence taken place, that the abbey clock o
just struck nine as they reached the bank of the river.

““Just in time,” replied Scales, glancing at the wherry wh
was lying at the foot of the stairs, ‘I always like to be punctu
Not a word of what has happened, Proddy. I dom’t want it
come to the duke’s ear. It might make him uneasy.”

‘Do you suspect anybody?”’ asked the coachman.

“Ido,” replied Scales; ‘‘but that ’s neither here nor the
Farewell, comrade. Recollect what I told you about the wom!
Take care of 'em, and take care of yourself.”

And, grasping his friend’s hand cordially, he marched do
the stairs, and sprang into the boat, which was instantly push
from the strand, and disappeared in the gloom.

‘“The sentinel spoke the truth,” said Proddy, turning av
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with a heart brimful of emotion. ¢‘The serjeant s a brave fellow
— a very brave fellow.”

CHAPTER VI.

Showing how the disinterestedness of D:asham’s affection for Abigail was
proved.

ON the morning after Masham’s successful mystification of the
duchess, as the queen and the prince were seated together in the
library of the palace, Anne remarked to her consort — ¢ Well,
prince, notwithstanding all you say about your equerry’s devoted
attachment to my attendant, I am not at all satisfied that he does
not pay court to her as much from interested motives as from a
genuine feeling of regard.”

< Your majesty does him great injustice by the supposition,”
replied the prince. )

¢“Nay, if he seeks his own advancement, he only imitates the
example of most of those who crowd my court,” replied Anne.
¢‘I do not blame him for it. Butif it be so, he shall not have her.
She shall not be thrown away upon a place-hunter.”

<] wish the sincerity of his affection could be tested,” said
the prince.

¢ I have no objection to make the experiment,” replied the
queen; “let him come hither at once.”

¢« He can instantly attend your majesty,” said the prince, *for
he is in my apartments.”

An usher was then directed to summon him and Abigail at the
same time, and the man had scarcely departed upon his com-
mission, when the door opened, and Harley entered. He was
received with great kindness by the royal pair, and Anne said to
him— ¢I hope you are come to remind me of my promise, Mr.
Harley, to compensate you, so far asIam able, for your late de-
feat.”

I have not forgotten your promise, gracious Madam,” re-
‘plied Harley; ¢‘and will remind you at a fitting time. But I have
just heard that Masham has returned.”

¢“Itis true,” replied the qucen. ¢ You willses Miminame-



204

ment or two. I have sent for him, and also for your cousin
Abigail, who is in great disgrace.”

«In disgrace!” echoed Harley. ¢‘I am concerned to hearit.
But your majesty is jesting,” he added, reassured by the expres-
sion of the queen’s countenance.

At this junctare, the door again opened, and gave admission
to the Duchess of Marlborough.

*“The duchess!” muttered the queen, frowning. ‘¢ Always
when least desired.”

‘‘Her grace has a talent for coming at wrong seasons,” said
Harley, in a whisper.

“I am come to tell your majesty,” said the duchess, speaking
with great precipitancy, and almost neglecting the customary obei-
sance, ‘‘ that we were both deceived yesterday. It was Mr. Masham
whom I met, and he has been for some time in disguise in the
palace. I have found it all out by means of —"’

‘“Your grace’s spies,” supplied Harley.

““No matter how,” rejoined the duchess. *‘It<sso; andIcan
prove it to your majesty.”

¢1t is needless,” replied the queen, coldly, I am already
aware of it.”

¢“Then I trust your majesty will punish his presumption as it
deserves,” replied the duchess. ¢ Oh, heis here!” she added,
as the usher announced Mr. Masham.

““So, Mr. Masham,” she continued, ‘‘you played us a dariog -

and unhandsome trick yesterday. Setting aside all else, was it
becoming a gentleman to dupe his grace of Marlborough in the way
you did, and to make him an unwitting instrament in your
scheme?”

«I have explained the matter fully to his grace,” replied

Masham, *‘and have obtained his pardon for the freedom I took |

with him. The duke laughed heartily at my explanation, shook
hands with me, and said he hoped the queen would entertain no
greater resentment against me than he did.”

““I’ll answer for the truth of this,” said the prince, *for the
explanation occurred in my apartments this morning.”
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«“J ’m sorry to hear it!” exclaimed the duchess. ¢ But the
duke’s good-nature borders upon weakness.”

““Your grace keeps the balance even, and makes up his defi-
ciency in ill-nature,” observed Harley.

¢« A shrewd retort Mr. Ex-Secretary,” rejoined the duchess;
‘I am glad you have taken to making epigrams. It will be plea~
sant and fitting employment for you.”

At this moment, Abigail entered, and fooked round with un-
easiness.

«If your majesty, allows Mr. Masham to escape with im-
punity, it will bring scandal on your court!” said the duchess, in
a whisper to the queen.

“Your grace will be satisfied with the punishment I shall in-
flict on him,” replied Anoe. ‘¢ Abigail,” she continued, in a
voice of affected severity, ‘I have sent for you to let you know,
that after the deception practised upon me on your part, and on
that of Mr. Masham, it will be impossible to retain you longer in
my service. You are, therefore, dismissed.”

‘“Your majesty!” exclaimed Harley.

““Nota word, Sir!” cried the queen, peremptorily — ““nota
word! You are dismissed, I say, Abigail — and you forfeit all my
favour. I have ordered Mr. Masham to be present at your dis-
grace, that, inasmuch as he is the principal cause of it, he may
witness the result of his folly and disobedience.

<« There is something beneath the surface here,” thought Har-
ley. I shall watch how the game goes, and come in when I find
it necessary.”

<« ] applaud your majesty’s decision,” cried the duchess, un-
able to conceal her satisfaction. ‘It is a just sentence. We
shall see whether the discarded attendant possesses as much at-
traction in Mr. Masham’s eyes as the queen’s favourite!”’

< Her grace has asked the precise question I desired to have
put,” observed the queen, in an undertone, to the prince.

The duchess saw the look, and instantly perceiving her error,
caught hold of Masham’s arm as he was about to speak, and said,
in alow, hurried tone —
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¢*Take your cue from me, or you are ruined for ever. What-
ever you may feel, do not profess an interest in Abigail now.”

¢“What says Mr. Masham? "’ cried the queen. ¢‘Is he content
with the discarded favourite?”

¢«“Madam, I —" hesitated Masham.

¢«’Sdeath! can you not speak?” cried the prince.

““Don’t be guided by the duchess or you will ruin yourself and
Abigail beyond redemption,” said Harley, in a whisper to him.
¢¢Speak out boldly.”

Thus exhorted, Masham threw himself at the queen’s feet.

‘Do not condemn Abigail for my fault, I beseech you, Ms-
dam,” he cried. ¢ Visit your displeasure on my head as severely
as you please, but noton hers! She is not to blame — indeed she
is not! I will consent to retire into perpetual exile, never to behold
her again, which will be worse to me than death, if you will extend
your forgiveness to her!”

¢“Love-sick fool!” exclaimed the duchess. -

““Bravo!” exclaimed the prince, clapping his hands joyfully.
«Didn’t I say so? — didn’t I tell your majesty it was disinterested
affection on his part. Are you satisfied now?”

“Perfectly,” replied the queen. ‘‘Arise, Sir, you have
gained your suit. Abigail is forgiven.”

¢ Oh, your majesty!” cricd Abigail, kneeling and kissing the
hand of her royal mistress.

‘I will now let you know that your dismissal was merely a pre-
tence,” said the queen. *‘ You deceived me, and I therefore con-
sidered myself entitled to deceive you. Trick for trick is only fair
play.”

‘I have been rightly served, gracious Madam,” replied Abi-
gail, ‘“and I thank you for your leniency.”

¢‘ Now comes my turn,” said Harley. ‘I shall take this oppor-
tunity to remind your majesty of your promise, and I make it io
Mr. Masham’s behalf. The favour I ask of you is a remission of
his sentence, and restoration to your favour.”

¢‘Itis granted ,” replied the queen.

¢ Lest this silly scene should proceed further, I announce to
your majesty, that I forbid any union bhetween Mr. Masham and
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Abigail,” said the duchess, ¢‘and you will do well, therefore,
toreflect, hefore you give a promise to that effect.”

«I had no intention. of giving such promise,” replied the
queen. *‘But on what plea do you forbid the union?”

¢ Your majesty shall know anon,” replied the duchess. *‘My
explanation must be for your private ear.”

¢ Cousin,” said Abigail, io a whisper, to Harley. ‘I1fIbe-
come Masham’s bride, and with the queen’s consent, you shall
regain your lost power — nay, more, you shall be treasurer ere the
year be out. I pledge myself to it.”

*¢I do not require to be bribed to aid you, fair cousin,” replied
Harley. ¢‘Itshall be done, if ingenuity or influence can accom-
plish it.”

¢ You think to bring about this marriage,” said the duchess,
in a low tone, to Harley, as she passed him; ‘‘but it will never
take place!”

‘It will take place, as surely as your grace’s downfall, of
which it will be the precursor,” he replied, in the same tone.

CHAPTER VII.

How the Marquis de Guiscard helped to rid Mr. Saint-John of an
incumbrance.

SooN after the attack upon the serjeant related in a previous
chapter, and while he and Proddy were making the best of their
way towards Whitehall Stairs, two men were staggering along
Stonecutter’s Alley, a narrow passage near the north-east angle
of Saint James's Park communicating with Pall Mall, supporting
themselves as they proceeded against the wall, and ever and anon
giving utterance to a groan or an execration. From the difficulty
and uncertainty of the progress of these persons, it might have
been supposed that they were affected by liquor; but when they
came within the range of a lamp which burnt at the corner of the
alley, it was seen from their ghastly looks, as well as from the
state of their attire, that they were both severely wounded. On
reaching the lamp-post, the foremost of the two caught hold of it
to prevent himself from falling, and declared with an cath, Wneh
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he could go no farther. The conversation that ensued betweea
him and his companion was maintained in French.

““Fiends seize him!” exclaimed the man, in accents rendered
hoarse with pain. ‘I believe he has done for me. Who would
have thought it would turn out so unluckily. Two to one, we
ought to have been more than a match for him. But engaging with
that man is like fighting with the devil. One is sure to have the
worst of it. He has an arm of iron.”

«I wouldn’t have proposed the job,” groaned the other in re-
ply, “but I thought we could come upon him unawares. He
boasts he is never taken by surprise, and after this, I shall credit
the assertion.”

«If he had not a scull as thick as a block of marble, and as
hard, I should have cut him down,” rejoined the first speaker.

«“And if he were made of ordinary stuff he must have dropped
after the thrust I dealt him,” returned the other. <¢My sword
passed right through his body.”

““Bah! your blade must have glanced against his ribs, or gone
through his arm, Bimbelot,” observed the first speaker. ¢ Re-
serve the description of your feats for the marquis. I know what
really did happen. I know he has given me enough, and more
than I am likely to bear. Go on and leave me. I may as well die
here as elsewhere.”

“Don’t think of dying, corporal,” replied Bimbelot; *that
would indeed be making the worst of a bad business. You 're
badly hurt, I dare say — and so am I; but I hope not mortally.
If we can but reach.the Unicorn over the way, where the marquis
is waiting for us, we shall get our wounds dressed, and thenall
danger will be over. Come, make an effort. You ’lI bleed to
death if you stay there, I would lend you a helping hand, but my
arm is useless.”

¢‘It’s over with me entirely, comrade,” groaned Sauvageon.
¢“This precious scheme was all of your contriving, and you set
how it has turned out.”

‘“We both ran equal risk,” replied Bimbelot, ‘and the re-
ward was to be equally divided.”
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‘‘Reward!” echoed Sauvageon, in bitter derision. ¢ What
will the marquis say when we go back empty-handed? We shall
get curses from him instead of gold.”

¢“No we shan’t,” replied Bimbelot; ‘‘he must pay us, or we’ll
peach.” ' :

¢ The shame of defeat galls me more than my wounds,” cried
Sauvageon, writhing with anguish. ¢ Would I could have one
more blow at the caitiff.”

“Don’t strike at me, corporal,” exclaimed Bimbelot, mo-
ving away from him. ¢‘I’'m not the serjeant. Make an effort, I
say, or you'll fall into the hands of the watch. I hear them
coming this way.”

8o saying, he crept off, and Sauvageon, alarmed by the noise
of approaching footsteps, staggered after him across the street.
A few steps further brought them to the Unicorn — a small inn at
the corner of the Haymarket. Guiscard was standing at the door,
and without a word led them to a chamber on the right of the pas-
sage, on entering which the sight of their blood-stained apparel
made him start.

‘“What the devil is the meaning of this?” he cried. *‘You
have not failed in your enterprise? 1t was too well planned, and
too easy of execution for that. Give me the dispatches quickly,
and you shall have that which will prove a balsam for your wounds,
were they deeper and more desperate than they appear to be.”

““You had better send a surgeon to us, without further ques-
tioning, monseigneur,” rejoined Bimbelot, sullenly, ¢ unless
you wish us to die at your feet.”

““You shall die, if you have disappointed me, villain,” cried
the marquis, in a terrible tone. ** Give me the dispatches, or —"
And he drew his sword.

““Nay, if this is the way we ’re to be served, it’s time to take
care of ourselves,” rejoined Bimbelot, moving towards the door. .

But his passage was barred by the marquis. Bimbelot would
have cried out, but he was stopped by Sauvageon.

¢« This is poor usage to mea who have risked their lives for you,

monseigneur,” said the latter; ¢ if we baye failed, ithes nolheen
Suint James's. Ak
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our farlt. That we have done our best you may be sure, from
the condition we are in.”

“I was wrong to blame you, my poor fellow,” replied Guis-
card, sheathing his sword; ‘‘but it is cursedly provoking to be
robbed of a prey when it seemed actually within grasp. Why, the
fate of this kingdom hung upon those dispatches. With them,
the success of the French expedition would have been decided. All
my preparations were made for their speedy transmission W
France. A mounted courier awaits my orders in the next street,
prepared to ride as fast as post-horses could carry him to Dea,
where a small vessel in my pay would bear whatever he might
bring, safely and swiftly, to Dunkirk. This accomplished, I
would have made both your fortunes.”

‘““We did our best to accomplish it, monseigneur,” replied
Bimbelot. ¢But that serjeant is the very devil.

“‘Ay, the luck has been against us,” added Sauvageon; *but
if we get over it, we ’ll hope to be more fortunate next time.”

““You will never have such another chance,” cried the mar-
quis, sharply. ¢ These things don’t occur twice. Would I had
undertaken it myself!”
© ¢If you had, monseigneur, without disparagement to your
skill and courage, I don’t think you would have been more suc-
cessful than we have been,” replied Sauvageon. ¢ I never en-
countered a man like the serjeant. We hit him pretty sharply,
but he contrived to walk off with the queen’s coachman, Proddy,
and I have no doubt embarked with the dispatches.”

«“Hell sink him!” cried Guiscard, savagely.

“I hope we shan’t lose our reward, monseigneur?” said
Bimbelot. ¢ Consider what we ’ve gone through.”

1t was a game of chance, like any other, and having lost it,
you ought to abide by the consequences,” replied Guiscard.
« However, as you 've suffered so much, you shall have the huno-
dred pounds I promised you.”

‘“You won’t repent your generosity, monseigneur,” said
Sauvageon.

The marquis then left the room, but returned shortly after-
wards with a surgeon and his assistant , to whom he had accounted

=

=
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for the disaster by stating that the two men had been set upon and
wounded by the Mohocks — a circumstance of far too common
oceurrence in those times of nocturnal riot, to occasion any sur-
prise, or awaken suspicion. Having seen their wounds dressed,
and ascertained from the surgeon that no danger was to be appre-
hended, he ordered his two followers to be put to bed, and again
quitted the house.

To distract his thoughts, which were by no means of an agree-
able nature, he hurried to Little Man’s Coffee-house, and joining
the faro table, soon lost a considerable sum. He was about to
double his stakes, when a friendly arm was laid upon his shoulder
and turning, he perceived Saint-John.

‘¢ Come away,” cried the latter; ¢‘I want to have a word with
you. You’re not inluck to-night; and if you goon, you’ll re-
pent it.”

Guiscard would have resisted, but his friend succeeded in
dragging him away.

¢ Come and sup with me,” said Saint-John, as they quitted
the coffee-house. ¢‘I am about to leave town to-morrow.”

¢“Leave town! — and at this juncture, when such great events
are on the eve of occurring!” exclaimed Guiscard. ‘‘Now, if
ever, you.ought to be on the scene of action.”

¢“1 have done with politics and courts, and will try the sweets
of retirement,” replied Saint-John.

«“Is ambition extinct within your breast?” cried Guiscard.
«I cannot believe it. If the sovereignty of the realm should be
changed by this threatened invasion, you may regret hereafter that
you have let the occasion of pushing your fortune to the utter-
most, pass.”

I should have more reason for regret if I took any part in the
struggle ,”” cried Saint-John. ‘‘But a truce to politics.”

“By way of changing the subject, then,” replied Guiscard,
I have remarked a very pretty woman in your coach of late, and
from the hasty glimpse I caught of her features, they seem fami-
liar to me. 'Who is she?”

*“An old acquaintance of yours,” replied Saint-Jobn, laugh-
ing. ‘‘Don’t you remember Angelica Hydel”

Ah*
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‘“What!* the country parson’s daughter?”” cried Guiscard.
‘““Why, you don’t say 't is she? Now you meation it, I do re-
member the features. And so, she has taken up her abode with
you, eh?”

¢<1t fell out thus,” replied Saint-John. ¢‘She preferred town
life so much to a dull existence in the country, that when the old
people returned into Essex, she could not be persuaded to accom-
pany them. And as she threw herself upon my compassion, why
— i’ faith — I was obliged to receive her.”

¢“No great hardship, Iimagine,” replied Guiscard, laughing.
¢“She ’s devilish pretty.”

¢« And devilish extravagant,” rejoined Saint-John. ¢¢She has
almost ruined me in dress and trinkets. 'Whatever she fancies she
buys, no matter at what cost.”

¢« And is she to be the companion of your solitude?”’ asked the
marquis.

¢“Deuce knows,” replied Saint-John; ¢‘1 haven’t told her of
my intention yet.”

¢« You seem indifferent enough about the matter, at all events,”
said the marquis, laughing.

‘“Why, to say truth, I have discovered that she cares very
little about me,” said Saint-John; ‘¢and therefore, though I have
committed the folly of loving a woman under such circumstances,
I shan’t do so in her instance.”

¢ A wise resolve,” replied Guiscard. ‘‘ She will sup with us,
1 suppose?”’

““Oh, certainly!” replied Saint-John.

And they continued chatting in the same strain till they reached
their destination.

On entering the drawing-room, they found only two persons
withinit, and these were Prior and Angelica. They were playing
picquet, but stopped their game on the arrival of the others. Pre-
pared for some change in Angelica, Guiscard was nevertheless
struck with astonishment at the extraordinary alteration that had
occurred in her. In the space of a few weeks the country girl had
been transformed into the perfect town lady. There was no endto !
her finery., Her dress consisted of a bhlue and gold Atlas gown,
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with a wrought petticoat edged with gold ; shoes laced with silver;
lace cap, and lappets; while her fingers glittered with costly
rings, and pearls and other precious stones adorned her neck.
Her cheeks were covered with patches, and her beautiful locks
were filled with powder. She looked handsomer than before, but
bolder and freer in her deportment; talked loudly; and laughed
boisterously and incessantly, probably to display her pearly
teeth.

‘When Guiscard was presented to her by Saint-John, she ex-
tended her hand to him, and cried, in a tone of easy familiarity,
¢« Glad to see ye, marquis. How are ye? Come to sup with us
— eh? Been to the ridotto, or the masquerade? Saint-John
wouldn’t take me to either; and of all things I doat upon a mas-
querade. It’s so purely funny — one hears and sees so many di-
verting things — and one can do just what one likes. Come and
sitby me. Find me changed since we first met in the secretary’s
ante-room, eh?”

I then thought you could not he improved,” replied Guis-
card, bowing; ¢ but I now perceive my error.”

¢« Pretlily turned indeed,” she cried, with a laugh. <1 like
to extort a compliment. But I am improved, — at least, if my
glass may be trusted. Hope you admire my dress. It ’s the ditto
of the Duchess of Marlborough’s, and was made for me by her
grace’s own milliner, Madame Alamode, so it must be the thing,
you know.”

<1t ’s perfect,” replied Guiscard. ¢‘No dress ever became
the duchess half so much — but then, your figure —”

¢ Far surpasses her grace’s,” interrupted Angelica, with an-
other boisterous laugh. ¢‘I am quite aware of that, marquis.”

¢*“There 's no comparison between you,” said Guiscard. ‘We
have no such beauty as you at court.”

“ Always excepting Abigail Hill!” rejoined Apgelica, mali-
ciously.

«Not even excepting her!” said Guiscard.

““You really think so?” rejoined Angelica, much pleased.

““On my veracity,” affirmed the marquis, laying his hand
upon his heart.
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‘‘You hear the pretty things the marquis is saying to me, Saint~
John,” she cried. ¢‘Aint you jealous?”

I should be, if I were not secure of your attachment,” he
replied drily. ‘‘But, see, supper is ready. Marquis, be so
good as to give your arm to Angelica.”

Guiscard readily complied, and the folding-doors being thrown
open, they proceeded to the adjoining room, where an exquisite
repast awaited them, to which ample justice was done by all par-
ties. The champagne was pushed briskly round, and with every
fresh glass he swallowed, the marquis discovered new charms in
Angelica, who, on her part, did not appear insensible to his ad-
miration. A bowl of mulled Burgundy closed the feast, and this
discussed, the party returned to the drawing-room, where Guis-
card sat down to picquet with Angelica, while Saint-John and
Prior conversed apart.

¢ How monstrous dull you’ll find the country after the gay life
you ’ve been leading,” observed Guiscard, in a low tone to his
partner.

“Find the country dull!” repeated Angelica, listlessly.
‘“What do you mean, marquis?”

«Oh, I forgot!” said Guiscard. *‘Saint-John hasn’t told
you of his intention of —”

‘“His intention of what?” interrupted Angelica, becoming
suddenly animated. ¢ Surely, he doesn’t think of going into the
country?”

¢’Faith, I don’t know,” rejoined Guiscard. “¢Excessively
stupid in me to allude to the subject. 1It’s your play, Madam.”

I insist upon having a direct answer, marquis?” said the
lady.
“Before I comply,” he rejoined, *‘tell me one thing. If
Saint-John goes, will you accompany him?”

‘“Question for question,” she rejoined, regarding him fixedly.
«Your motive for asking, marquis?”

My motive is this,” he replied, with a passionate glance. *‘If
you prefer staying in town, my house is at your service.”

“And you would have me believe you are in love with me?”
said Angelica, smiling. '

~
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«“1adoreyou!” he answered.

¢““My heart flutters so that I can play no more,” she cried,
throwing down the cards, and rising. ¢ Mr. Saint-John, may
I ask if you have any idea of going out of town to-morrow?”

¢ Going out of town,” he replied, glancing at the marquis.
“Yes, Ithink I have.”

‘Do you mean to remain long in the country?”

“Two or three years,” he answered, carelessly. ¢‘‘Just as
the whim may take me.”

«Two or three years!” almost screamed Angelica. *‘And you
have settled all this without deigniog to consult me?”

‘I meant totell you at breakfast, my dear,” said Saint-John,
with a comical expression of countenance, ‘‘and then you would
have had sufficient time for your preparations.” '

¢« I should not have sufficient time, Sir,” she retorted; *‘and
to be plain with you, I won’t go.”

¢ As you please, my dear,” replied Saint-John, coolly; *your
staying behind will make no difference in my plans.”

«“No difference!” she exclaimed — ¢ what am I to do for
three years? Why, you told me you couldn’t live a day without
me. Oh, you deceitfal wretch!”

¢ Go, or stay, whichever you prefer, my love,” replied Saint-
John. ‘“The choice rests entirely with yourself.”

Angelica seemed to hesitate between a torrent of indignation
and a fit of hysterics. At last, she flung herself violently upon a
sofa. Guiscard would fain have offered her assistance, but she
pushed him aside.

After a few moments, she arose, and in a tone of forced com-
posure, said — ¢ Will you do me the favour to order my chair,
Mr. Saint-John?"”

¢ Certainly, my love, — by all means,” he replied, ringing
the bell.

And on the appearance of the servant, he gave the necessary
directions.

“You were good enough to place your house at my disposal
just now, marquis,” said Angelica. ‘I accept the offex.”
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“Enchanted !” replied Guiscard, theugh with some confusion
‘I hope Saint-John —

*Oh! no apologies, marquis,” replied the other. *‘You'v
done me a great favour.”

¢ Adieu, Mr. Saint-John,” said Angelica, spitefully. “
hope you will amuse yourself in the country.”

¢« Adieu, ma petite,” he replied; ‘I hope to find you hand
somer than ever op my return. I give you a new lover for ea
month of my absence.”

At this moment, the chair was announced, and Guiscar
taking Angelica’s hand, led her out of the room.

«I congratulate you, Saint-John, in getting rid of a plagu
incumbrance,” cried Prior, laughing.

““The marquis has saddled himself with a nice burthen,” re
plied the other. ““His ruin was certain without her assistanct
but she will accelerate it.”

‘““Well, I must begone, too,” said Prior. I cannot ver
well picture you in retirement. But we shall have you back whe
Harley is again in power.”

““Pshaw!” cried Saint-John — ¢‘but for Harley, I migt
remain. Heis in my way. If ever I do re-appear— but no mattel
Farewell.”

As Prior left the room, after shaking hands heartily with hi
friend, he said to himself — ¢‘I shall live to see a terrible confli(
between Saint-John and Harley, yet.”

CHAPTER VIIIL
Furnishes fresh proofs of Mr. Harley’s talent for intrigue.

Asour this time, a second drawing-room was held at Sair
James’s, and was followed, as the first had been, by a grand ba
in the evening. So far from diminishing the numbers of thos
accustomed to attend on such occasions, the threatened invasior
which seemed to call for a demonstration of loyalty and devotior
materially increased them. The drawing-room was crowded
and the ball, to which the invitations, at the duchess’s suggestior
had been very extensive, was .qually namerously attended.
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The honours of the evening were divided by the queen and the
duchess; and it would be difficult to say which of the two claimed
the greater share of attention. 'Whatever mortification Anne felt,
she took care to conceal it, and appeared in better spirits than
wsual; but the duchess put no such constraint upon herself, and
made it evident how much she was elated by the homage she re-
ceived. Her deportment had more than its accustomed loftiness
and majesty; her brow was clothed with more than its ordinary
pride; and as she leaned upon the arm of her illustrious lord, and
conversed with the noblest and proudest of the realm, who pressed
around her, as well as with the more distinguished representatives
of foreign powers, she might well have heen mistaken for the
sovereign mistress of the assemblage.

Much of this homage, though appropriated by the duchess,
'was paid to the duke. By all, except those arrayed against him
by faction, he was regarded with admiration, affection, and
gratitude; it being generally felt that if the country was saved from
the outbreak of a rebellion, it would be mainly owing to his
Judgment and foresight. Amongst others of the duchess’s oppo-
ments who were present, was Harley, and though bitterly morti-
fied at the unmistakeable evidence he received of her unbounded
Ppopularity and influence, he took care that her assumption of
almost royal state should not pass unnoticed by the queen.

“‘An invasion seems scarcely necessary to wrest your majesty’s
<crown from you,” he observed, in a malicious whisper, ¢‘for the
duchess appears already to have usurped the sovereignty. See
Thow she keeps the ambassadors around her, and confers with them
&s if she were discussing the affairs of her own government.”

“I see it all, Mr. Harley,” replied Anne, quietly, *but it
®ives me no concern. She is intoxicated with vanity, and sees not
the danger she provokes. This night will be remembered both by
herself and others, as that on which her fancied power had reached
iits climax. Henceforth, it will decline.”

““Since your majesty gives me this assurance, I am well con-
Rent,” replied Harley, ¢ but I should like to see her hurled from
Rier pinnacle of pride at once.”

¢ All in good time,” said the queen with a significant swile.
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. ““Your majesty will forgive my hinting,” rejoined Harle)
¢ that the way in which you could wound her most sensibly at thi
moment, would be to announce to her that you have given yot
coasent to Masham'’s union with Abigail.”

““Oh! apropos of that!”’ cried Anne. ‘‘You heard her decla
she will forbid it.” :

““An idle threat!” exclaimed Harley, derisively. ‘Yo
majesty does not attach importance to such a piece of vapouring.

“There is something in it, I am persuaded,” replied Ane
«“However, I will try what effect the announcement will ha
upon her.”

‘“You will deal a harder blow than you calculate upon,” st
Harley, joyfully. < All her vain-glorious fancies will be put
flight at once. But, with your majesty’s permission, I will ask
question or two of Abigail.”

And as he mingled with the crowd, the queen commanded:
usher to bid the duchess of Marlborough attend her.

‘While this was passing, Abigail and Masham were engaged.
the dance, and formed the chief object of attraction to the looker
on, far the story of the young equerry’s disguises having be
buzzed abroad, he had become quite a hero in the eyes of the fair
portion of the assemblage.

As Harley approached the group round the dancers, he pe
“ceived the Marquis de Guiscard, watching the graceful movemes
of his rival with a jealous and vindictive gaze, and not wishing
be troubled with him, he moved in another direction, and sto
apart till the dance was over. He then approached Abig
and claiming her for a moment from her lover, led her into:
ante-room. . .

¢‘Cousin,” he said, I have excellent news for you, T
queen, at my request, has consented to your immediate uni
with Masham.”

Abigail uttered an exclamation of dellght.

“There is only one obstacle now in the way, thatI can for
see,” he pursued — ‘“and it may arise from our mutual enem
the duchess. You recollect she threatened to forbid the unio
On what pretence can she do so?”’ R
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. ““‘Alas!” exclaimed Abigail, turning pale, and sinking fnto a
chair — “‘I ought to have told you this before.”

““Told me what?” exclaimed Harley. ‘‘You alarm me. The
mischief is not irreparable.”

¢I know not,” she answered, in a desponding tone; ‘‘but
you shall hear. 'When I was introduced by the duchess into the
queen’s establishment, she required from me a written obligation
to consider her in the light of a mother — my own, as you know,
being dead — with my full consent to her bestowal of my hand in
marriage.”

¢ And you signed such a paper?” cried Harley, in dismay.

¢Idid,” she replied.

¢‘Imprudent! ” he exclaimed, striking his forehead. ¢‘Then
the duchess is indeed mistress of your destiny, and our last and
fairest scheme is crushed in the bud.”

¢Oh, do not say so!” she cried — I knew not what I was
about. The duchess will not enforce fulfilment of the promise, —
and if.she does, Iam not bound by it.”

‘‘Be not deceived,” replied Harley, ¢‘the duchess w:ll exact
compliance from you; and though you certainly are not bound by
the engagement, Iknow the queen too well not to be sure that she
will respectit. If you had told me this before, it might have heen
guarded against.”

¢I feel I have been to blame,” said Abigail, despairingly.
*‘But it is not too late to remedy the mistake now?”

I fear it is,” rejoined Harley; ‘‘but the attempt shall be
made. The duchess is evidently reserving this blow to the last,
and if it can be warded off, nothing more is to be apprehended.”

¢¢ Accomplish that,” cried Abigail, earnestly, ‘‘and I swear
to you that no efforts shall he wanting on my part to help you to
‘the highest point of your ambition.”

I will do my best,” replied Harley, ‘‘hutunless the docu-
ment could be abstracted — or — ha! — a plan occurs to me —"

““Whatisit?” she asked.

‘“Nay, this is my secret,” he replied. *Not a word on the
subject to the queen or Masham. Trustme, we will be prepared
to meet the danger when it comes.”
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So saying, he reconducted her to the ball-room, and
sigoed her to her lover.

A moment after this, as Harley was making his way to
the queen, he perceived the duchess quitting the presénce
looks which, in spite of the mask put upon them, plainly be
the receipt of some disagreeable intelligence. Satisfied th
queen had made good her words, Harley determined to wat
duchess’s movements, and finding that in place of returning
duke and the brilliant circle around him, she shaped her
toward the green cabinet, as if for the purpose of seeking
ment’s repose, he followed her, but at such a distance as
attract her attention, and stationing himself near the door,
to see what would ensue.

He was not long kept in suspense. An usher passed hit
presently returned, accompanied by the Marquis de Gui
Seeing this, Harley moved away until the marquis had entei
cabinet. He then stepped forward, and approaching the
which was left ajar, leaned against the side in such a pe
that he could hear what passed in the room, while, to the lo
on, he appeared solely occupied by the gay scene befor
The first words that reached his ears were uttered rapidly,
the voice of the duchess.

¢I know you are willing to take a short cut to fortune,
quis,” she said, ‘‘and I will point it out to you. Notwithst
the opposition from various quarters — notwithstanding 1
fusal of the girl herself — notwithstanding the queen’s ¢
within this moment accorded to Masham for an union with I
you shall still wed Abigail Hill.”

¢I would hazard everything, as your grace knows, t
the point,” replied the marquis; ‘‘but I have, for some
abandoned it as hopeless; and I see not how my chance
proved by what your grace now tells me.”

¢« Hear me, marquis,” rejoined the duchess. ¢‘Whe
gail entered the queen’s service, she resigned the absolu
posal of her hand to me, and subscribed a document to that
which I now hold. She stands, therefore. in the position
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ward, and I can bestow her upon whomsoever I please. I offer
her to you.”

¢ And I need not say with what eagerness I accept the offer,”
replied Guiscard. ‘‘But when does your grace propose to assert
your anthority?”

¢“Not till the day of her intended union with Masham,” she
replied.

‘‘But a secret marriage may take place, of which your grace
may be kept in ignorance,” said the marquis.

<1 am not afraid of that,” replied the duchess, significantly.
«'Will you place yourself in my hands?"

¢ Entirely,” replied the marquis.

<“Enough,” she rejoined. *‘I shall now return to the ball-
room. Nay, donot attend me, for I would not have us seen to-
gether. Our designs might be guessed at.”

8o saying, she quitted the cabinet, and just as Guiscard was
abdut to follow her, he was surprised by the sudden entrance of
Harley.

¢« A word with you, marquis?” said the latter.

‘“As many as you please, Mr. Harley,” replied Guiscard,
bowing. -

*“To come to the point at once,” rejoined Harley. ‘I have
overheard all that has just passed between you and the duchess.”

“Then you will have learnt that I can still flatter myself with
the hope of becoming yoar connexion by marriage,” said Guis~
card, with unshaken effrontery.

<< A little cool reflection must convince you of the utter impos-
sibility of the scheme being accomplished,” said Harley. ‘¢ Abi-
gail will never comply with the duchess’s directions.”

«“If it does nothing else, it will help me to gratify my revenge
upon Masham,” said Guiscard.

<« It will answer your purpose much better to act with us ," re-
turned Harley. ¢‘The duchess has offered you no reward —'

«Pardon me, Mr. Harley,” interrupted Guiscard, ¢‘she has
offered me the hlghest reward in promising me Ablgall. I defy
you to outbid her. ButI am areasonable man, and always will-
ing to be convinced. 'What do you offer?”
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‘‘Freedom from arrest,” replied Harley. ‘I have nol
do, on leaving this chamber, but to go to the Duke of }
rough, and inform him that you engaged two of your ser
waylay a serjeant whom he had entrusted with imports
patches — I have nothing, I say, but to disclose this — an
it, as I can do — and you will see that we are not likely to
barrassed by your presence at the wedding.”

< The charge is false!” cried Guiscard, turning very p

“Nay, marquis,” replied Harley, ‘it is useless to b
the matter with me. I can produce the men at once. But
rather hush up the matter than reveal it.”

‘“What do you require, Sir?”’~demanded Guiscard.

‘¢ Ay, now you are indeed becoming reasonable ,” said
““I would have you keep on terms with the duchess — ac
entirely in her scheme — and when all is arranged, take yc
instructions from me. Do this, and you shall not find

_grateful,”

I shall, indeed, be happy to serve you, if possib
Harley,” said Guiscard.

‘“We understand each other, marquis,” replied the
drily. ¢‘When I purchased the stolen letters from you,
me a lesson which I shall not speedily forget.”

‘“Ay, and poor Greg’s mouth has been stopped by 2
or I might read you another,” muttered Guiscard. ** ¥
undertake to ensure me against the duchess’s enmity, M
ley,” he added, aloud.

‘8o far as I am able — certainly,” he replied. *B:
more confidently assure you of Abigail’s gratitude, and :
find it more than counterbalance her grace’s hostility. No
double-dealing, marquis.”

‘‘Nay, I do not merit that reproach,, Mr. Harley,” sai
card. ¢‘You yourself have made me a traitor now.”

‘““Why, faith, that’s true,” returned Harley; ¢‘and
clearly your interest to be faithful to me, I thinK I may ve
trust you.”

And he quitted the cabinet.
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CHAPTER IX.

In what way Mrs. Plumpton and Mrs. Tipping conducted themselves
during the serjeant’s absence.

THE first time Proddy saw Mrs. Plumpton and Mrs. Tipping
after the serjeant’s departure he found them in a very desponding
state indeed, and failing in affording them consolation, he re-
paired to his absent friend’s den, to smoke-a pipe and discuss a
pot of ale, and as he sat upon the three-legged-stool, gazing at
the trophies around him, and now and then beating a melancholy
rat-a-tat upon the drum, his feelings got the better of him, and
he melted into tears. As he issued forth he found Mrs. Plumpton
at the door with her apron to her eyes.

«Poor soul!” thought Proddy, as he pushed past her, being
rather ashamed of the display of sensibility he had made, and fear-
ing she had heard him sobbing. ¢*What would she do if she had
seen him as I'saw him, just before he started. She ’d cry her eyes
out. Well, I hope he’s safe and sound.”

A day or two afterwards a letter arrived from the serjeant sta-
ting that he had arrived safely, and was in good health. It con-
tained many kind messages to the two ladies, and these remem-
brances were so nicely balanced, that it was impossible to say
which of the two stood nearest his heart.

One day, about a week after this, Proddy took into his head
o call on Bimbelot, and to his surprise, his appeal to the knocker
was answered by a valet with whom he had no acquaintance, and
who informed him that his friend was within, but very uawell,
and unable to attend to his duties. Proddy, expressing much
concern at this intelligence, and a strong desire to see him, was
shown into a small room near the kitchen, where he found Bim-
belot looking very pale indeed, with his left arm in a sling, while
beside him sat Sauvageon , whose head was bound up as if he had
received a wound in that region. Both seemed considerably sur-
prised and disturbed at the sight of the coachman. .

¢Heydey!” exclaimed Proddy, staring at them — ¢ What’s
the matter? Been fighting another duel, ¢h?”
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¢“Non, non, mon cher cocher,” replied Bimbelot, ¢
been wounded as you see by de Mohocks. Ah! terrible
dem Mohocks.”

¢80 I 've heard,” replied Proddy; ‘butI ’'ve alwaysh
tinate enough to escape em. Sorry to see you in such
‘When did it occur?”

“Ven!” exclaimed Bimbelot, in some confusion. (
or three nights ago.”

‘“Well, it ’s strange I never heard of it,” rejoined
‘“but they seem to have mauled you desperately. Ihope"
‘em as good as they brought. How many on ‘em was ther:

‘“How many!” repeated Bimbelot. ¢ Let me see —
exactly tell. How many should you say, corporal?”’

““Ventrebleu! I didn't count 'em,” replied Sauvageon
be two dozen.”

“Two dozen!” exclaimed Proddy — “‘that was fearf
No wonder you came off so badly. Why the serjeant fou:
ficult to —” But remembering his promise, he suddenly
himself.

*“Que dites vous, Monsieur?"”’ cried Bimbelot. ¢ Va
goin’ to say?”

I was goin’ to say that I 've just received a letter |
serjeant, from the Hague,” replied Proddy.

*“Ah, mon dieu!” exclaimed Bimbelot. ¢Is it pos
arrived there safely, after his wounds?"”

‘“Wounds!” echoed Proddy, staring, “who told yo
wounded?”

‘““Why, you yourself, to be sure,” rejoined Bimbelo
to repair his inadvertence. *‘You said just now that he w
wounded — didn’t he, corporal?

Sauvageon growled an assent.

““Well, ifI did, the word slipped out without my beii
of it,” replied Proddy ¢“It’s true he got hurt by some ¢
ruﬂlans on his way to the wherry. But it seems he thinks
. of the accident, for he makes no allusion to it. Howe
assailants wont so easily forget him. He said he had gi
somethin’ to remember him by — ha! ha!”
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‘‘Indeed!” exclaimed Bimbelot, gnashing his teeth, and
ancing at Sauvageon. ‘‘Sarpedieu! quand je suis rétabli je
‘everai la téte de ce coquin.”

‘“What ’s that you say, Bamby,” noticing the angry expres-
on of the other’s glance. ¢ It’s not polite to talk French in com-
any of a gem’man as doesn’t understand it.”

“Pardon, mon cher cocher, pardon,” cried Bimbelot. ‘‘Je
eux dire — vat I mean to say is dis, dat dose who encountered de
ergent, wont forget him in a hurry — ha! ha!”

“No I'’ll warrant it they wont,” replied Proddy, laughing.

““Nor forgive him either,” muttered Sauvageon. * They ’li
1y off their old debts one of these days.”

“Eh! what’s that Savagejohn?"’ cried Proddy.

““Oh! nothing — nothing —” replied the-corporal, ‘but
ou ’re always blowing the serjeant’s trumpet.”

¢ And he deserves to have it blown,”.replied Proddy, proudly.

«1say, Proddy,” observed Bimbelot, *‘did de sergent sus-
ect who attacked him, eh?”

‘“He more than suspected,” replied Proddy, significantly.
It was certainty with him. He knew ’em perfectly.”

‘Ah diable!” exclaimed Bimbelot. ‘‘And he told you deir
ames — eh?”

““No,” replied Proddy, ‘‘he kept that to himself, because,
s he said, he wished to have the pleasure of cutting their throats
then he came back!”

Bimbelot and Sauvageon exchanged glances of apprehension,
vhile Proddy muttered to himself —

““Curse the rascals! I believe they ’re the men, and it’ll do
em good to frighten 'em a bit.”

«Et comment se trouvent les dames — how do Mrs. Plumpton
md Mrs. Tipping bear de sergent’s absence?” asked Bimbelot, .
After a pause. '

¢“Oh, pretty middlin’, — as well as can be expected, poor
things!” replied Proddy. ¢‘It’s asad loss.” )

¢« A sad loss — poor tings!” echoed Bimbelot, secretly grin-
ting. *‘Pray make our compliments to 'em, and say de corporal

Saint James's. \%
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and I will do ourselves de honour to call upon dem and offer des
some consolation.”

1’11 deliver your message, certainly,” replied Proddy, ‘b
Idon’t think it 1l be of much use. You'’d better call some Wedne
day evening, for then I shall be there.”

¢«Dat will be an additional inducement,” said Bimbelo
‘“we ’ll come next Wednesday, if nothing occurs to prevent u
But you 're not running away?”

‘“YesIam,” replied Proddy, rising, ‘‘good day, gem’men
And with sundry bows, on both sides, he took his departure.

I tell you what corporal,” said Bimbelot, as soon astl
coachman was gone, ‘‘it would be a fair revenge on dis curs
Scales to rob him of his mistresses while he ’s away. Whats
you? Shall we try it?”

¢“With all my heart,” replied Sauvageon. *‘‘Perhaps wem
succeed better this way than t’ other.”

““Oh! I 've no fear of failure,” replied Bimbelot, I flatt
myself I possess as many attractions in a lady’s eyes as an ¢
battered soldier. I will lay siege to Mrs. Tipping — you to M
Plumpton.”

«“Agreed! ” rejoined Sauvageon.

Punctual to their promise, the two Frenchmen repaired, |
the appointed Wednesday evening, to Marlborough House. Bil
belot was dressed to the point in a velvet coat, satin vest, silk
hose; had a sword by his side, large lace ruffles on his wris
and a well-powdered flowing peruke on his head. His maste
toilette-table had been visited for his perfumes, and his lefta
was supported by a silken sash. Thus decked out, he looked
his own opinion excessively handsome and interesting, — in fa
irresistible. The corporal had brushed himself up a little,

powdered his wig, and put a new tie to his enormous pigtail, !
his personal appearance, never very attractive, was by no met
improved by a thick bandage across his brow.

Arrived at their destination, they proceeded at once to !
kitchen, where they found most of the household assembl
intluding Mr. Brumby, the duke’s coachman, whom they had1
chanced to meet on any former occasion. Mr. Fishwick, whov
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recruiting himself with a tankard of ale, having been somewhat
busily engaged in preparing for a grand banquet on the following
day, gave them a hearty welcome; and the ladies, professed
themselves enchanted to see them. These greetings were scarcely
over when Proddy made his appearance.

In pursuance of his scheme, Bimbelot devoted himself to
Mrs. Tipping, paid her the most extravagant compliments, and
affected to be desperately in love with her, while she, who, it
must be confessed, was somewhat of a coquette, gave him suffi-
cient encouragement. The corporal did not progress equally
rapidly with Mrs. Plumpton. 'Whether he was not gifted with the
same powers of pleasing as his friend, or whether Mrs, Plumpton
was more constant to the serjeant, than Mrs. Tipping, is foreign
to our present purpose to inquire; but his compliments all fell to
the ground, and his fine speeches were wasted on inattentive ears.
A quiet observer of what was going forward, Proddy pretended to
be engaged in conversation with his brother whip, Mr. Brumby,
but he kept his eyes and ears open to the others. Seeing the en-
couragement given to Bimbelot by Mrs. Tipping, he thought it,
at last,, time to interfere.

¢« Well, Mrs. Tipping, I 'm sure,” he cried, ¢ you seem
vastly pleased with Mounseer Bamby’s attentions. I wonder what
the serjeant would say if he was here. It 's perhaps as well that he
isn’t.”

¢« I don’t see what the serjeant could complain of, Mr., Proddy,”
replied Mrs. Tippiog, pertly. *I’m not aware that [’'m under
an obligation not to talk to any one else in his absence.” '

«And even if you were, ma mignonne, it 's of no conse-
quence,” replied Bimbelot. ‘A soldier never expects fidelity;
and if he does — ha! ha! ButI don’t see what the serjeant can
do with two wives. Is it settled which is to be Mrs. Scales?”

«Did he propose to you, Plumpton?” asked Mrs. Tipping.

I shan't answer the question,” replied the other. ¢ Did he
propose to yox , Tipping?”

¢ And I shan 't answer the question neither,” she rejoined.

¢“Its plain he’s trifling with the feelings of both,” said Bim-
belot.

A%
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““That ’s false,” cried Proddy. ¢‘The serjeant is incapa
trifling with anything, or anybody. He ’s always in ea
He means to marry —

¢Which of 'em, Proddy?” interrupted Brumby, with al
¢“for I'll be whipped if I can tell. And what is more, I
think eitber of the women can.”

¢“It’s too bad of the serjeant,” cried Mr. Timperley, join
the laugh. ¢“He don’t give other people a chance.”

““Not the slightest,” cried the portly Mr. Parker, thek
I agree with you, Timperley, it’s too bad.”

¢¢C’est affreux — intolerable!” cried Bimbelot, with s
passioned look at Mrs. Tipping. ‘I hope he 'll be kill'd
wars,” he added in an under tone.

¢*“No whisperin’, Bamby,” cried Proddy, marching up t
‘“No squeezin’ of hands. I don’t allow it.”

¢ And pray, Monseer Proddy, who gave you a right to
fere?” inquired Bimbelot, angrily.

““The serjcant,” replied the coachman, boldly. ¢
ladies were committed to me by him, and I 'll take care of’
long as I can.”

““Very much obliged to you, Mr. Proddy,” rejoined
Tipping; ‘‘but we fancy we can take care of ourselves.”

<<t ’s only fancy then, to judge from what I see goin’ fory
observed the coachman.

¢ Well, I wish the serjeant was back again with all my b
cried Fishwick, ¢“it did one good to hear his adventures.”

‘“Ay, I was never tired of hearin’ him tell how he be
Mounseers,” said Proddy, with a glance at the two Frencl
““Did you ever hear him relate how he mounted the half-m:
Ypres at the siege of Menin?”

‘‘Never,” replied Fishwick; ¢“and if you can recollect it
have it.”

Thus exhorted, Proddy went to the fire-place, and taking
the spit, tied the two corners of his handkerchief to its poil
as to produce something like a resemblance to a flag. This
he snatched up aladle, and to the infinite diversion of the Fr
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men, and indeed of the company generally, planted himself be-
fore the cook, and commenced his narration.

¢“Well, you must know that Menin is one of the strongest forts
in Flanders, and esteemed the masterpiece of the renowned
Marshal Vauban.”

«Marshal Vauban is de first engineer in de world,” cried
Sauvageon.

‘“Be that as it may, he couldn’t build a fort as could hold out
against the Duke of Marlborough,” pursued Proddy. ‘‘But that’s
neither here nor there. To proceed: besides being strongly built
and well garrisoned, the fort of Menin was rendered difficult of
approach, owing to the inundations of the river Lys. Well, the
duke takes up a position before it, and after the place has been
invested for nearly a month, the works bein’ sufficiently advanced
to allow of an attack, the signal was given by the blowing up of two
mines, which had been laid near the angles of a bastion called the
half-moon of Ypres. Amid the silence that followed this tremen-
dous clatter, the first detachment of the besiegers, amongst whom
was our serjeant, dashes up to the palisades that protected a
covered way communicatin’ with the fortress, and throwin’ a
quantity of grenades into it, forces their way in, amidst the con-
fusion occasioned by their explosion. You may guess the strife
and carnage that ensues, for every inch o’ ground is fiercely con-
tested. Meanwhile, our serjeant works his way on, througha
heavy fire, with his comrades dropping around him at every step,
over courtine and counterscarp, till he stands in the very face of
the half-moon itself. A scalin’-ladder is planted, but so fierce is

“the fire, that no one will mount, till the serjeant, steppin’ before
his officer, runs up the ladder, and cuttin’ down two of the be-
siegers, and snatchin’ up a flag fixed on the bastion, waves it
over his head, and shouts at the top of his voice, ‘‘Come on,
my lads!”

As Proddy said this, he sprang upon a small stool, and plant-
ing his right foot on a chair near it, raised the mimic flag over his
head, and pointing with his ladle towards the imaginary half-
moon of his narration, roared out again with stentorian wogs —
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¢Come on, my lads, Isay! We 'll give these Mounseers another
lickin.’ Come on! Victory and Marlborough!”

At the same time, he glared terribly at Bimbelot, who turned
aside his hcad, affecting to be greatly alarmed, though he was
convulsed with laughter, while Sauvageon covered his face with
his hat to hide his merriment. Fishwick plucked off his cap, and
waving it in the air, cheered loudly; and acclamations resounded
from the rest of the company. Proddy was so delighted with the
effect he produced, that he remained for nearly five minutes io
the same attitude, continually shouting — ¢ Come on, my lads!
— come on!” .

«So like the dear serjeant!” exclaimed Mrs. Plumpton,
gazing at him in rapt admiration.

¢I don’t know whether I 'm most frightened or delighted,”
said Mrs. Tipping. ¢‘The dear serjeant oughtn’t to risk his pre-
cious life in this way.”

¢'Well, what happened next, brother Proddy?’’ asked Brumby,
who was leaning over the back of a chair behind the coachman,
and began to be somewhat tired of the constant repetition of the
same cries.

¢“Ay, there ’s the unfortinatest part of it,” replied Proddy;
¢ just as the words was out of our serjeant’s mouth, a bullet comes
and hits him slap on the shoulder, and knocks him clean off the
half-moon.” '

In describing which disastrous occurrence, the coachman un-
luckily lost his own equilibrium, and tumbling backwards, caught
hold of Brumby and Mrs. Tipping, and dragged them both to the
floor with him.

The rest of the party flew to their assistance, and on beiog
helped up again, it was found that no damage had been sustained
by any one. By no means discouraged by the accident, Proddy
recounted some more of the serjeant’s achievements, and seemed
to have a malicious pleasure in dwelling upon his frequent drub-
bings of the French.

¢ dare say he ’ll have plenty to tell us when he comes back,”
said Fishwick. ‘I anticipate another glorious campaign for the
duke.”
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¢«Jt is next to impossible he can go beyond bis former suc-
cesses,” said Proddy.

< Fortune may change,” observed Sauvageon, ‘‘and the duke
himself may experience a reverse.”

¢I don’t think it very likely,” observed Brumby, ¢‘it has
been frequently predicted , but has never yet come to pass.”

¢“Nor ever will,” said Parker.

" Soon after this, supper was served in the servant’s hall, and
the two Frenchmen required little pressing to induce them to sit
down to it. Bimbelot contrived to obtain a place near Mrs. Tip-
ping, and Proddy remarked that he seemed to make further pro-
gress in her good graces. Vexation took away his appetite, and
he would neither eat nor drink, notwithstanding the jests passed
upon him by Fishwick and Brumby.

Atlength, the hour of departure came. The coachman bade
asullen adien to his female friends; but remarking that Bimbelot
did not come forth with Sauvageon, he went back to see what he
was about, and as he traversed the passage leading to the kitchen,
he observed him creeping into a cupboard. Without saying a
word , he walked quickly up to the spot, locked the door, took out
the key, put it into.his pocket, and chuckling to himself at the
trick he was playing, quitted the house.

CHAPTER X.
In which the day is fixed for the marriage by the queen.

THE queen and her consort were alone together in the library
of Saint James’s palace, when an usher announced that the Duke
of Marlborough and the lord treasurer requested an audience.

¢ Admit them,” said Anne. ‘‘Some new demand, I sup-
pose,” she remarked to the prince.

¢“Nay, Iseenot that,” he replied. ¢ Most likely they come
to tell us that the Chevalier de Saint-George has landed in Scot-
land. Or he may be captured.”

¢ Heaven forbid!”’ ejaculated the queen, hastily.

As the exclamation was uttered, Marlborough and Godolphin
entered the room.
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‘“We bring your majesty good tidings,” said the duke: *
invasion is at an end.”

¢“Then it is true he is taken?” cried Anne.

¢“The pretender — no,” replied Marlborough.

¢He is not slain?” asked the queen.

““No, he lives to trouble your majesty further,” rejoined
duke.

«“Heaven be praised!” she ejaculated.

¢‘“But what has happened, your grace — what has happene
interposed Prince George.

‘“Your highness is well aware,” replied Marlborough, *
after the French expedition had encountered Admiral Byng i
Frith of Forth, its commander changed his intentions, and 1
for Inverness, in the expectation that an insurrection woul
made in the pretender’s favour.”

I am aware of it,” said the prince; ‘““and I amonlso [
that it is mainly, if not entirely, owing to the excellent pre
tionary measures taken by your grace that the insurrection
been crushed.”

““Your highness does me much honour,” rejoined )
borough, bowing. ¢ Butto the point. The very elements se¢
to have warred in our favour. A violent storm prevented th
pedition from landing, and, driven out to sea, they have al
succeeded, after various disasters and severe losses, in ge
back to Dunkirk.”

¢Then we are as much indebted to the weather as to our
exertions for deliverance,” said the queen.

¢ Bloodshed unquestionably has been prevented,” replie
duke. ¢“Yet it may be doubted whether the pretender would
not received a severer lesson if he had landed his forces. Her
not have lived to repeat the attempt. However, all present d:
is atan end, and the lord treasurer and myself are come to
your majesty our congratulations on the fortunate issue of an
which seemed fraught with so much perplexity and peril.”

I thank you heartily, my lords,” replied Anne.

¢¢ Loyal addresses will be presented to your majesty on th
casion from both houses of parliament,” said Godolphin,
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vhich it is to be hoped that our conduct will be approved, (if it
‘hall be found, on consideration, to merit approval,) and that of
wr enemies, and the enemies of the country, duly censured.”

¢“No doubt of it, my lord,” replied Prince George — ‘‘no
loubt of it. Full testimony will be borne to your individual de-
ierts, who have managed her majesty’s treasure so admirably,
md to those of the duke who has commanded her armies with
such distinguished glory.”

¢¢One thing I trust her majesty will deign to state in her reply,”
aid Marlborough; ‘‘that she will henceforth place her depen-
lence only upon those who have given such repeated proofs of
heir zeal for the security of her throne, and for the maintenance
\f the Protestant succession.”

¢<I shall remember what you say, my lord,” replied Anne,
x0ldly.

¢¢Your majesty will also remember,” said Godolphin, ‘‘and
t would be well to insist upon it, that all that is dear to your
people, and has been secured by your government, would be
irretrievably lost if the designs of the Popish Pretender should
sver take effect.”

¢<¢‘Enough, my lord,” cried Anne, angrily — ¢‘I have been
schooled sufficiently.”

<< All danger of the invasion being over,” said Marlborough,
« I must crave your majesty’s permission to join your forces in

Flanders. Prince Eugene is impatiently awaiting me at the Hague,
to mature preparations for the ensuing campaign.”

“You have it,” replied the queen. ‘‘And when do you pro-
pose to set forth?”

«“To-morrow,” returned the duke, ¢ unless your majesty has
need of me further.”

¢« 1 shall grieve to lose your grace,” said Anne. *ButIknow
that you go to win fresh honours for me, and new laurels for your-
self.”

I go with somewhat less spirit than heretofore, gracious
Madam,” rejoined the duke, ¢ because I know that I leave an in-
sidious enemy at work to counteract all my efforts for the advance-
ment of your welfare. Iimplore you, as you value the security o

N
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your government, and the prosperity of your kingdom, 1
Abigail Hill from your service. She is a mere tool in the
Harley, and as long as she is near you, to pour the pois
serpent into your ear, it will be in vain to hope for y¢
dence. All our best efforts will be neutralized. By the
devotion I have ever shown your majesty — and am pr
show you to the last — I conjure you to listen to me.”

“‘Do not trouble yourself about my domestic arrar
my lord,” replied the queen, ¢ Abigail is merely my
woman.”

¢ Ostensibly she is,” replied the duke, ¢‘but you
gracious Madam, are scarcely aware of the influence she
over you. It is apparent to the whole court — nay, 1
courts — and does you and your ministry incalculable r

¢¢It is but a variation of the old cry, your grace,” s:
¢¢ A short while ago, it was said I was governed by the D
Marlborough.”

‘I trust your majesty will not degrade the duchess h
ting a comparison between her and Abigail Hill,” replied
proudly.

““There is no comparison between them, my loa
Anne.

¢« A faithful adviser is necessary to a sovereign,”
Godolphin; ‘‘and it has ever been said that your ms
singularly fortunate in having such a confidante as the du

¢“If loyalty and devotion are titles to the office, her g
sesses the requisites in an eminent degree,” added the d

*“She has more than those,” said Godolphin, firm
has judgment such as no other woman in the kingdom pc

‘¢ And arrogance to match it,” replied the queen, bi

“I have long felt that her grace has incurred your
displeasure,” said the duke, ‘“‘and I feared the occas
¢ Haughty and imperious she is, I grant. But her whol
yours.”

‘I do not dispute it, mylord,” replied Anne, softe:
spite of her violence of manner, I do believe the duch
me.”

.
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¢<She s devoted to you,” rejoined the duke; ¢“and ob, Ma-
dam, let me entreat you to confide in her. Dismiss your un- .
worthy favourite.”

««If you wish the duchess to retain her position near me, you
will not continue these solicitations, my lord,” said Anne.

I have done,” replied Marlborough; ¢I take my leave of
your majesty.”

And bending the knee, he pressed her hand to his lips.

““Farewell, my lord,” said Aone. ¢‘Every good wish attend
you.”

And with obeisances to the prince, the duke and the treasurer
withdrew.

¢Your majesty is firm in your adherence to Abigail, I per-
ceive,”’ said the prince, taking a pinch of snuff.

¢ They take the very means to bind me more strongly to her,”
replied the queen.

¢1 am glad of it,” observed the prince. ‘Masham was with
me this morning, and implored me to intercede with you to make
him happy.”

<1 am wearied to death with these repeated solicitations,” said
Anne, good-humouredly, ‘‘and must put an end to them in some
way or other. Send for Abigail.”

¢¢Instantly!” replied the prince, hurrying off to the usher.
¢¢'We must not lose the lucky moment,” he added to himself.

A few minutes afterwards, the favourite entered the presence.

«The Duke of Marlborough and the lord treasurer have just
been here, Abigail, and have demanded your dismissal,” said
the queen.

¢ Indeed, Madam ," replied the other, trembling. “Am I
to understnnd then —

‘“You are to understand that you are to be umted to Mr.
Masham to-morrow,” replied Anne.

¢«“Oh, Madam,” replied Abigail, throwing herself at the
queen’s feet. *‘Pardon me if I do not thank you properly. My
heart would speak if it could.”

¢“Nay, I want no thanks,” replied Anne. ‘I am happy in
making you happy, and my conduct will show your enemies that
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I am not to be diverted from loving and befriending you
naces or entreaties. Still, as I wish to avoid any scene or
casion, the marriage shall take place privately, in the (
in the rooms of my physician, Dr. Arbuthnot.

¢¢ Admirably resolved!” cried the prince.

«Oh! Ihope the duchess will not hear of it,” cried A

““She is not likely to do so,” rejoined the queen. ¢!
I will no longer detain you. There are times when one d
be alone — to indulge one’s feelings unrestrained. 1
pocket-book. It contains two thousand pounds. It is y
ding portion.”

““Your majesty overwhelms me with kindness!” cr
gail, in a voice of heart-felt emotion.

I will take care to apprise Masham of the good fi
store for him,” said the prince; ¢ and I offer your majest
in his name for your goodness. You have made us
happy,” he added, brushing away a tear, ‘‘very — very

Abigail attempted to speak, but words failed her; a
look of the deepest devotion and gratitude at the queen
tired. :

CHAPTER XI.
Of the manner in which the Duke of Marlborough set out for

TrE Duke of Marlborough adhered to his resolutio
parting on the following day. A barge was ordered to b
ing at Whitehall Stairs to convey him on board the vesse
to sail in, which was moored off Queenhithe. The duk
to embark privately, but the duchess overruled his des
the state carriage was commanded to be in readiness at n

It baving been rumoured abroad that the duke was ab
out for Flanders on that day, long before the hour fixe
departure, a vast crowd collected in front of Marlboroug
This was what the duchess had calculated upon, and sh
tulated herself upon the success of her scheme, as she
the momently-increasing throng from the windows of he
ahode.
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A little before twelve, the duke requested the attendance of
the duchess in his closet. It was to bid her farewell. He seemed
deeply affected, and takimg her hand, remained for some time
silent. The duchess was less moved, but it required the exercise
of all her fortitude to forbear from hurstmg into tears.

<] go away with an aching heart,” said the duke, at length;
*<for though all seems bright and prosperous at this moment, I
discern a storm gathering afar off.”

¢¢I am depressed by the thoughts of losing you,” replied the
duchess, tenderly. ‘‘ButI have no presentiments of ill.”

¢<My beloved wife!” cried the duke, straining her to his
breast. ‘‘Heaven knows what I suffer in these separations!”

¢ I suffer as much as your grace,” replied the duchess. ‘‘But
you are wedded to glory as well as to me, and when my co-mate
calls you hence I do not repine.”

*“You are an heroic woman!” cried the duke, gazing at her
with the deepest admiration. ¢“Oh, Sarah! matchless in beauty
as in judgment, Heaven has indeed been bountiful to me in
vouchsafing me such a treasure. But if Ilook on you longer, I
shall never be able to tear myself away. One word before we part.
Be prudent with the queen. Do not irritate her further. She is
inflexible in her adherence to Abigail.”

<<Before your grace returns, the minjon will be dismissed,”
rejoined the duchess.

¢I doubtit,” said the duke, shaking his head.

¢ You know not the extent of my power,” replied the duchess,
with self-complacence. ¢ Shall I tell your grace a secret? I have
just learnt, from a confidential agent in the palace — the usher
who attends the library — that the queen designs to marry her fa-
vourite to young Masham this evening.”’

<< This evening!” exclaimed the duke.

<< It is intended that the marriage shall take place privately in
Doctor Arbuthnot’s rooms in the palace,” pursued the duchess.
«“Well, what does your grace say to it?”

*¢Say to it!” echoed thg duke. * Whatshould I say? It cannot
be prevented.”

‘“ You think so?” returned the duchess. ¢ The first letter you
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receive from me will be, to announce that this marriage — ar-
ranged by the queen — has been stopped.”

¢ I advise you not to interfere in it,” said Marlborough. “It
is too petty a matter to meddle with.”

“8mall beginnings lead to great consequences,” said the
dachess. ‘I will pluck up the weed betimes.”

Further remonstrance on the duke’s part was interrupted by
the entrance of Timperley, -to say that the carriage was at the door.
Once more tenderly embracing the duchess, Marlborough took
her hand, and led her down the great staircase. As the illustrious
pair passed through the hall on their way to the carriage, they
found it thronged with the various members of the household, who
were drawn up to bid their beloved lord farewell. Amongst these
was Proddy, who was transported almost out of his senses by a
nod of recognition from the duke.

As Marlborough was seen to issue from the door, a tre-
mendous shout rent the air, and, in spite of all the efforts of the
porters at the gates, the court was instantly filled with a mass of
persons eager to bid him adieu. Acknowledging their greetings
with repeated bows, the duke stepped into the carriage after the
duchess. It required all the management of Mr. Brumby and the
postilion, who was mounted on one of the leaders, to manceuvr
the carriage out of the gates, without injuring some of the throng;
but this point safely accomplished, renewed cheers and huzzss
burst from the crowd outside, the whole of whom uncovered their
heads, as if by a preconcerted signal, at the sight of the hero
they had flocked to behold.

Scared by the shouts, a flight of rooks, which built their nests
in the gardens of Marlborough House, sprang screaming into the
air. They were instantly answered by another flock from the
royal gardens, who attacked them in mid-air, and drove them
back again to their roosts — a circumstance which did not pass
unnoticed by some of the more carious observers.

Meantime, hundreds of faces, in succession, appeared at the
windows of the carriage, and benedictjons were heaped upon the
duke’s head. Hats were waved aloft, tossed on the point of sticks,
or hurled in the air. That no part of the triumph might be lost
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wupon the inmates of the palace, the duchess had privately in-
structed Brumby to drive up Saint James’s-street — an arrange-
ment which would have been opposed by the duke, if he had been
aware of it; but it was now too late. So on the carriage went in
that direction at a foot’s pace, for quicker progress was out of the
question.

On arriving in front of the palace, the crowd was so dense that
it was found impossible to move at all.” To the cries of the
postilion and Brumby, to ‘make way,” the crowd only answered
by shouts and vociferations, and pressed closer and closer round
the carriage. Atlast, seeing the difficulty in which the duke was
placed, those nearest him exclaimed, ¢ Take out the horses, and
we ’11 draw the carriage!”

The cry was answered by a thousand applauding voices —
¢« Take out the horses! we ’ll draw the carriage!” resounded on
every side.

The duke was so circumstanced that he could not refuse con-
sent, and in an instant the wheelers were unfastened by Timperley
and another servant, and the leaders driven off by the postilion.
The pole of the carriage was then seized by some dozen eager
hands, while another band attached a stout rope to the axle-tree,

. and harnessed themselves to it. Brumby still retained his seat on

the box, and flourished his whip, though deprived of his reins,
declaring ¢ he had never driven such a team before.”

The carriage was then put in motion amid the reiterated shouts
and applauses of the spectators, hundreds of whom eagerly offered
themselves asrelays when the others should be tired.

The triumph of the duchess was complete; for as she glanced
towards the palace, she fancied she discovered the queen at one of

- the upper Vindows, attracted thither, no doubt, by the prodigious

elamour of the multitude. -

In this way, the carriage was borne up Saint James's-street
and along Piccadilly, until it was finally brought to Whitehall-
stairs, where, after bidding adieu to the duchess, amid acclama-
tions which the roar of artillery could not drown, the duke entered
his barge.
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CHAPTER XIIL

How the marriage was forbidden by the duchess, and what follov
interruption.

AT seven o’clock on the same evening, asmall but ver
trious party was collected together in Doctor Arbuthnot’s
in the palace. It consisted of the queen and her consort, Ma
Abigail, Harley, and Doctor Francis Atterbury, dean of C:
Of this celebrated person, who afterwards became Bisk
Rochester, occasion will be found to speak more fully her
as well as of his friend the witty and learned Doctor Arbu
The object of the meeting, it need scarcely be stated, w
consummation of Masham’s wishes, in regard to his unio
Abigail, and Doctor Atterbury was just about to commen:
ceremony, when, to the surprise and consternation of all p1
except, perhaps, Harley, the door opened, and the Duch
Marlborough, followed by Guiscard, entered the room.

“I am in time,” she cried, looking around with a sn
triumph. ¢ You thought to steal a march on me. Butyot
am acquainted with your movements.”

““Who can have betrayed us to her?”’ muttered the quee

““Why was I not invited to this marriage?” cried the du
¢“Surely I, Abigail’s nearest female relation, should have
asked to it.”

It was an omission certainly, duchess,” said the p
‘“but her majesty fancied you would be completely engross
the duke’s departure for Flanders.”

‘“An evasion, prince!” cried the duchess, angrily.
majesty did not desire me to be present at it.”

‘“Well, duchess, since you will have it so,” replied the g
coldly, ¢:Idid not desire your presence.”

‘I knew it,” rejoined the other; ‘‘but I am come, 1
theless.”

¢‘And you have presumed too much upon my good-nat
doing so,” replied Anne.  You will consult your own ple
about remaining. But the ceremony shall be no longer del
Proceed, Sir,” she added to Atterbury,
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““Hold!” exclaimed the duchess. ‘‘This marriage cannot
take place. I told your majesty before, to beware how you gave
your consent to it. I forbid it.”

¢ Your grace is neither Miss Hill’s parent nor guardian,” said
Atterbury.

<1 stand in the place of both,” replied the duchess. ¢ Now
hear the grounds upon which I offer any interference. When
Abigail Hill entered her majesty’s service, she gave me absolute

disposal of her hand. Let her answer, was it so or not?”

Abigail was silent.

¢<Since she declines to speak, this document will reply for
her,” replied the duchess, handing a paper to the queen. *You
will see that I have not advanced an untruth.”

¢¢Why did you not tell me of this before, Abigail?” demanded
the queen, somewhat severely.

«sShe did not dare to do so,” replied the duchess.

<¢I did not suppose the duchess would act upon it,” said Abi-
gail. .

¢“You treat the matter too lightly,” cried the queen. *‘You
have given her full power over you, and must abide by your own
act.”

¢ Your majesty!" exclaimed Abigail.

¢¢You must ask her consent to the match, ay — and obtain it,
too, before it can take place,” pursued the queen.

«¢I knew your majesty would decide justly,” said the duchess.

¢“Then it is at an end, indeed,” cried Abigail, ¢for your
majesty well knows it is in vain to appeal to her.”

‘I cannot help you further,” said the queen; ‘‘and if I had
been aware of this instrument, I would not have allowed the
matter to proceed so far.”

¢ Spoken like yourself, Madam,” cried the duchess. ‘No
one has a nicer sense of justice than your majesty.”

«“How comes it that her grace never mentioned this instrument

before?” asked Prince George.
I thought it sufficient to forbid the union,” replied the
duchess. * ** Abigail ought to have asked my consent.”
“This is mockery,” cried Abigail.
Saint James's. L\
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¢ Your majesty having admitted the duchess’s right to dispose
of Abigail’s hand under this document ,” said Harley, advancing,
‘“will, I am sure, agree with me, that if she objects to Mr.
Masham, she is bound to say whom she would propose as a hus- §,
band for the lady.”

“You are right, Sir,” said the queen. ¢‘She shall name
some one, or the present match shall take place.”

I am willing to abide by your Majesty’s decision,” said the
duchess; ‘ and think it influenced by the same high principles of
justice as those which have distinguished your judgments through-
out. I gave it as my opinion before, that Abigail could not do
better than accept the Marquis de Guiscard. Since I am called
upon to assign her hand to some one, I do so to him.”

¢«This cannot be,” eried Masham, indignantly. ¢¢The mar-
quis —”

““Peace!” interrupted Harley. ¢ Your grace has made your
nomination. Ifitis agreed to — good. Ifnot, Abigail is free 0
make her own choice.” ’ :

¢¢Undoubtedly,” replied the duchess.

¢ Hear me!” exclaimed Masham.

““Peace, Sir,” cried Harley. ‘ What says the Marquis d¢
Guiscard, then? Is he inclined to accede to the duchess’s pro-
position? 'Will he consent to unite himself to Miss Hill?"

I must take time to consider of it,” replied the Marquis.

¢“Consider it!” cried the duchess.

¢ He may well do so,” rejoined Masham.

¢ The answer must be at once,” said the queen.

““Then I must decline the proposed honour, Madam,” re-
turned Guiscard.

‘“How, marquis!” cried the duchess, in dismay,

‘¢ After this declaration, Abigail is free,” said Harley.

¢“Most assuredly,” replied the queen.

‘] protest against it,”’ cried the duchess.

‘““Nay, duchess, the queen decides against you,” cried Har-
ley, in a tone of bitter irony; ‘‘and no one has a nicer sense of
justice than her majesty.”
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¢ If I had been allowed to speak I would have disposed of the
matter at once,” said Masham. ¢ The marquis is married al-
ready. He was wedded only three days ago at the Fleet, to An-
gelica Hyde, the cast-off mistress of Mr. Henry Saint-John.”

<<I have been over-reached in this matter,” cried the duchess,
furiously. ¢‘Itis all Mr. Harley's knavery. As to you, marquis,
you shall bitterly rue your share in it.”

“Ha! ha! ha!” roared Harley. ‘‘Her grace has over-reached
herself, and she now visits her rage and disappointment on others.
I pray your majesty, let the marriage proceed. The duchess will
offer no further opposition to it.”

<¢She will be revenged on you all,” cried the duchess, in ex-
tremity of passion.

<¢Hark’ee, duchess,” whispered Harley. “I told you this
marriage should precede your downfal, and so it will.”

¢“You have beaten me on this point,” rejoined the duchess,
in the same tone; ‘but it will avail you nothing. I will never rest
till I have driven you from the palace.”

And she flounced out of the room without even making an
obeisance to the queen.

The marriage ceremony then commenced. Prince George
gave the bride away, and in a few minutes more Masham and Abi-
gail were one.

<1 can now claim your promise, cousin,” said Harley, in a
low tone, as he advanced to salute the bride.

““You can,” she replied. ‘Look upon the duchess’s over~
throw as certain, and the treasurer’s staff as already in your
hm .”

i\
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CHAPTER 1.
Gives a slight insight into the progress of Harley's intrigues fc

Two years and upwards had elapsed, and Abigail’s
remained unfulfilled. The Whigs were still in power,
Marlborough family paramount in influence. But neither d
defeat discouraged Harley. Resolved to hazard nothing b
pitation, he carefully strengthened himself so as to be
holding his place when he obtained it. His measures,
obscure and apparently purposeless, began to grow defi
intelligible. Confident of the support of the Tories, and
in the Jacobite interest, he at last succeeded in winning oy
of the opposite party, and among others, Earl River
became his confidential agent, and acquainted him witl
designs of his colleagues. By working upon his vanity :
lousy, he managed likewise to estrange the Duke of S«
and the queen was prevailed upon to aid in the scheme,
stantly inviting the duke to her private conferences, and f
his inordinate self-esteem. The Duke ‘of Shrewsbury 1
gained over by similar arts, though he hesitated to
himself by any step which should compromise him with h

While thus providing himself with supporters, Harle
to undermine the stronghold of his 6pponents. He had lo
succeeded in rendering the Duchess of Marlborough obno
the queen, and unpopular with the court; and he now tu
weapons chiefly against the duke.

Three more campaigns, which, if not distinguished
tories as glorious as those of Blenheim and Ramilies, s
sufficiently brilliant, had been added to the roll of Marlb
achievements. The first of these passed off without any ren
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action; but in the summer of 1708, the important battle of
Qudenard was gained; and in the autumn of the succeeding
year — namely, the 11th September, 1709 — the fiercely con-
tested and memorable victory of Malplaquet occurred. In the
latter terrible conflict, in which the French, by the admission of
both Marlborough and Eugene, performed almost prodigies of
valour, they lost nearly fourteen thousand men, while the triumph
of the confederate armies was dearly purchased. Stigmatizing the
battle as a wanton and injudicious carnage, Harley went so far as
to insinuate that the duke had exposed his officers to certain de-
struction in order to profit by sale of their commissions; and
monstrous improbable as the calumny appears, it nevertheless
found some credence amongst those who had lost relatives and
friends on that fatal field.

It must be admitted, also, that the duke’s ruling passion,
avarice, coupled with his wife’s undisguised rapacity, favoured
assertions like the present, and caused it at last to be generally
believed, that the war was prolonged rather for his own benefit
than the glory of the nation. With others, too, though fully
sensible of his high deserts, and of the groundlessness and malice
of such accusations, the desire of peace outweighed every other
consideration, and they joined the cry, in the accomplishing the
object of their wishes.

Marlborough unintentionally aided the designs of his enemy.
Convinced that he had irrecoverably lost the queen’s favour, and
anxious, while he had yet power, to fortify himself against further
opposition, which he foresaw he should have to encounter, he
applied to the chancellor, to ascertain whether a patent, appoint-
ing him captain-general of the forces for life, could not be ob-
tained. To his surprise and disappointment, the answer was
that the application would be irregular and unconstitutional, and
that the grant could not be made; and though further inquiries
were instituted, and through other channels, the replies were
equally unfavourable.

‘Undeterred by these opinions, the duke determined to make a
direct application to the queen; and with this view, immediately
after the victory of Malplaquet, judging it a fitting season , hewes
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unwise enough to employ the duchess on the mission. Prepared
for the request by Harley, and glad of an opportunity of mortifying
her former favourite, but present object of her unmitigated dis-
like, Anne gave a decided refusal.

I shall not remonstrate with your majesty upon your deci-
sion;” said the duchess; ¢‘but since the duke’s services are thus
disregarded, I must announce to you his positive intention to
retire at the close of the war.”

<< If your grace had said at the close of the present campaign,
1 should have understood you better,” replied the queen, with
bitter significance; *‘but if the duke only means to relinquish his
command at the end of the war, I know not when his design wil
be put into execution.”

““Your majesty does not mean to echo Mr. Harley’s false and
dishonourable cry, that the Duke of Marlborough intentionally
protracts the war? ” cried the duchess, with difficulty controlling
her passion.

‘I echo no cry but that of my people for peace,” replied Anne.
““They complain of the perpetual call for fresh supplies, and I own
I sympathize with them.”

““Well then,” cried the duchess, ‘“you shall have peace. Bul
I warn you, it will be worse than war.”

In spite of her resolution to the contrary, Anne was disturbed
by the duchess’s implied menace. Left to herself, she could not
refrain from tears; and she murmured — ‘‘Ah! my dear, lost
husband, this is one of the occasions when I should have felt the
benefit of your support and counsel.”

Anne had now been a widow just a year. Her amiable consort,
Prince George of Denmark, expired on the 23rd October, 1708.
Constant in attendance upon him during his illness, Anne made
no display of her grief when his sufferings were ended, and might
have been supposed by an indifferent or a harsh observer to have
felt little regret for his loss. But it was not so. She mourned
him sincerely, but secretly; and almost the only person acquainted
with the extent of her affliction was Mrs. Masham, who was de-
stined to be a witness to her emotion on the present occasion.
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¢ In tears, gracious Madam!” cried the confidante, who had
approached unobserved. ‘I trust the duchess has offered you no
new indignity.”

<< 8he has made a request of me, on behalf of the duke, which
I have refused — peremptorily refused,” replied Anne. ¢ But
my grief is not caused by her, but by thoughts of my dear lost
thusband.”

¢ In that case, I can only sympathize with you, Madam,” re-
plied Mrs. Masham. I will not affect to mourn the prince as
deeply as you; but my sorrow is only second to your own.”

«The prince had a great regard for you,” rejoined the queen
— ¢¢a great regard. His last recommendation to me was —
¢Keep Abigail and her husband always near you. They will serve
you faithfully.” ”

¢« And we will make good his highness’s words,” returned
Mrs. Masham; ‘‘but, oh! let us dwell no more on this subject,
gracious Madam. It distresses you.”

¢No; it relieves my heart,” replied Anne. ¢‘Itis one of the
penalties of royalty to be obliged to sacrifice private feelings to
public duties. I can open my heart to no one but you. Abigail,”
she continued, in a broken voice, ‘I am now alone. I have
neither husband nor children. My brother is in arms against me
— my house is desolate — and though I wear a crown, itis a
barren one. I dare not think upon the succession to the throne;
for others order it for me.”

¢« Alas! Madam,” exclaimed Mrs. Masham.
¢ Oh that my brother could enjoy his inheritance,” cried the
queen. .

¢¢Let Mr. Harley once be at the head of affairs, Madam,” re-
turned the other, ‘“and I am sure your desires can be ac-
eompliskied.” ’

¢The season is at hand for his advancement,” said the queen.
«¢I have just read the duchess a lesson, and shall lose no oppor-
tunity now of mortifying and affronting her. 'When the duke re-
turos, I shall give him clearly to understand that he can expect
nothiog further at my hands. But where is Mr. Harley? Ihave
not seen him this morning.”
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«’He is without, in the ante-chamber,” replied Mrs. Masham,
*¢ and only waits your leisure for an audience.”

‘‘He stands upon needless ceremony,” replied the queen.
¢¢Let him come in.”

And the next moment Harley was introduced. Anne informed
him what had passed between herself and the duchess.

<] am glad your majesty has acted with such becoming spirit,”
replied Harley. ¢¢The duke will feel his refusal keenly, butIca
furnish you with another plan of galling him yet more sensibly.
By the death of the Earl of Essex, which has just occurred, two
important military preferments have become vacant, — namely,
the lieutenancy of the Tower, and a regiment. These appoint-
ments, I need not tell your majesty, are usually made by the
commander-in-chief.”

*“And you would have me dispose of them?” said the queen.

¢‘Precisely,” replied Harley; ‘‘and if I might venture tore-
commend a fitting person for the lieutenancy, it would be Lord
Rivers.”

*“Why, he is a whig!” exclaimed Anne.

‘‘He is a friend of your majesty’s friends,” returned Harley,
smiling.

¢ He shall have the place then,” said Anne.

‘I have asked few favours for myself, gracious Madam,” said
Mrs. Masham; “but I now venture to solicit the vacant regiment
for my brother, Colonel Hill.”

“‘Itis his,” replied the queen, graciously, ¢‘and I am happy
in being able to oblige you.”

Mrs. Masham was profuse in her thanks.

““This will be a bitter mortification to Marlborough,” replied
Harley, ‘“‘and will accelerate his retirement. His grace is not
what he was, even with the multitude, and your majesty will se¢
the sorry welcome he will experience from them on his return.
I have at last brought to bear a project which I have long conceived,
for rousing the whole of the high-church party in our favour.
The unconscious agent in my scheme is Doctor Henry Sacheverel,
rector of Saint Saviour’s, Southwark, a bigoted, but energetic
divine, who, on the next fifth of November, will preach a sermon
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in Saint Paul’s, which, like a trumpet sounded from a high place,
will stir up the whole city. His text will be, the ‘Perils from
Ealse brethren.” I have read the discourse, and can therefore
speak confidently to its effect.”

<< hope it may not prove prejudicial to your cause,” said the
gueen, uneasily.

¢<Be not alarmed, Madam,” replied Harley. ¢ But you shall
hear the purport of the sermon, and judge for yourself of its ten-
dency. One of its aimsis, to show that the means used to bring
about the Revolution were odious and unjustifiable, and to con-
demn the doctrine of resistance as inconsistent with the principles
then laid down, and derogatory to the memory of his late majesty.
Another is, that the licence granted by law to protestant dissenters
is unreasonable, and that it is the duty of all superior pastors to
thunder out their anathemas against those entitled to the benefit of
toleration. A third, that the church of England is in a condition
of great peril and adversity under the present administration, not-
withstanding the vote recently passed to the contrary effect. The
fourth and chief article is, that your majesty’s administration,
both in ecclesiastical and civil affairs, is tending to the destruction
of the constitution; that there are many exalted members, both
of church and state, who are false brethren, and are striving to
undermine, weaken, and betray the establishment. The trea-
surer himself is reprobated under the character of Volpane, and
comes in for the doctor’s severest censures. Such is the sum of
the discourse, which concludes with the strongest exhortations to
the true supporters of the church to stand forth in its defence.
Wour majesty will agree with me that it is not likely to fail at this
Juncture.” )

¢« It seems to me a hazardous measure,” observed the queen;
¢<but I have no doubt you have well considered it, and I will not
therefore oppose you. It may lead to what I chiefly desire, though
X dare breathe it only to yourself and Abigail — the restoration of
the succession to my father’s house.”

¢¢No doubt of it, Madam,” replied Harley, with as much
<confidence as if he had really believed what he avouched.
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CHAPTER IL eing v

w Doctor Sacheverel preached his sermon at Saint Paul's; and bov iy B wation
he was impeached in q \a KX ectio

ON the fifth of November, 1709, Doctor Sacheverel preached ije=s and
i celebrated sermon, as arranged by Harley, at Saint Pauls, | |@ was!
fore the lord mayor, Sir Samuel Garrard, and the aldermen, {im @=nts,
d its effect was quite as extraordinary as had been anticipated. fym action
rried away by the vehemence and earnestness of the preacher,
d only imperfectly comprehending the drift of the discourse, it Jnkam @r cle
'd mayor highly commended it, and requested it might b lim=swer!
inted. This being precisely what Sacheverel desired, he in- ju Wme sh
ediately took the astute citizen at his word, and not only printed §, I ®olbe
e sermon, but dedicated it to him. Upwards of forty thousand § C» ccasi
pies were sold in a few days, and it became the general subjed fivmmr of .
conversation and discussion throughout the city. A fire-bratd fnee=ly, t
st into a field of dry flax could not have caused a more sudde Jxz fied tl
id far-spreading blaze than this inflammatory discourse. Tit Jue eived
y was everywhere raised that the church was in danger, and tha
e ministers were its worst enemies. Meetings were convent! lnse=nted
various quarters, at which denunciations were hurled again$ § «<hurch
em, and Sacheverel was proclaimed the champion of the church Ji_ Secret
This popular tumult would have subsided as speedily as it rost, Jie= an o
it had not been kept alive and heightened by the arts of Harlq] fvan ped he
id his adherents. Godolphin would have willingly passed t* | «n his
atter over with silent contempt; but this was not Harley's d- Ji» serjear
gn; and though openly opposing the matter, he secretly cor Ji elze blac
ived to push forward the impeachment of the doctor — wtl fich a cc
10wing, that the attempt to punish a clergyman was the surest }i sreturnc
ay to confirm the report that the church was in danger.

So much noise, at length, was made about the libellous di+ [y slae lori
yurse, that it could not be passed over, and acting under ts fnetee-
irection of the ministry, Mr. John Dolben, son of the late Arck- | _After:
ishop of York, complained in the house of the sermon as factiows qerawd,
1d seditious, and calculated to promote rebellion; and afir Jugmse cot
yme further speeches to the same purpose, nothing being ad-
inced in the doctor’s defence, a resolution was passed thatth Juggempt
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sermon was ‘‘ a malicious, scandalous, and seditious libel, highly
reflecting upon her majesty and her government, the late happy
Revolution and the Protestant succession, and tending to alienate
:he affections of her majesty’s good subjects, and to create jea-
lousies and divisions among them.”

It was then ordered, that Sacheverel, and his publisher, Henry
Clements, should attend at the bar of the house next day. The
injunction was obeyed, and, accompanied by Doctor Lancaster,
Rector of Saint Martin's-in-the-Fields, and a hundred of his
brother clergy, who had espoused his cause, Sacheverel appeared
to answer to the charge, and boldly confessing it, it was agreed
that he should be impeached at the bar of the House of Lords by
Mr. Dolben.

Occasion was taken at the same time to pass a resolution in
favour of a divine of very opposite principles to the offender —
mamely, the Rev. Benjamin Hoadley, who, having strenuously
justified the principles proceeded upon in the Revolution, was
conceived to have merited the regard and recommendation of the
house; and it was therefore resolved that an address should be
presented to the queen entreating her to bestow some dignity of
the church upon him. The address was afterwards presented by
Mr. Secretary Boyle; but though her majesty stated, ¢‘she would
take an opportunity to comply with their desire,” it probably
escaped her memory, for no further notice was taken of it.

On his impeachment, Sacheverel was taken into custody by
the serjeant-at-arms, by whom he was delivered over to the usher
of the black rod; but he was subsequently admitted to bail, after
which a copy of the articles of accusation being delivered to him,
he returned an answer denying most of the charges against him,
and palliating and extenuating all the rest. The answer was sent
by the lords to the commons, and referred by the latter to a com~
mittee.

After much deliberation, in which Harley’s influence secretly
operated, an address was laid before the queen, stating that ‘‘the
house could not patiently sit still and see the justice of the late
happy Revolution reflected upon; their own decrees treated with
contempt; the governors of the church aspersed; toleration ex~
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posed as wicked ; and sedition insolently invading the p
therefore they were under the absolute necessity of br
offender to trial.”” To this address, the queen, acting
vice, gave her assent, and the trial was thereupon ap
take place on the 27th of February, thence ensuing,
minster Hall, which was ordered to be fitted up for the
of the commons.

These proceedings increased the unpopularity of the
while they caused Sacheverel to be universally regarded a
The anticipated trial, on which the fate of parties v
to hang, formed the entire subject of conversation at al
coffee-houses. The fiercest disputes arose out of the
sions, occasioning frequent duels and nocturnal e
while high-church mobs paraded the streets, shoutin
doctor’s name, and singing songs in his praise, or u
tribes against his enemies.

CHAPTER III.
Of the affront put upon the Duke of Marlborough by the

IN less than a week after Sacheverel had promulga
ditious discourse, the Duke of Marlborough appear:
James’s, having been hastily summoned from Flander
phin, who informed him of the menacing aspect of ¢
assured him that the only chance of safety rested in hi
The duke’s return, which had formerly been hailed by
cheers and congratulations of the populace, was co
unnoticed, and instead of his own name and achieven
ing the burthen of their shouts, he was greeted wi
‘¢ Sacheverel and High Church.” The mob had set u)
in his absence.

His reception by the queen was cold and constr
though she professed to be glad to see him, she made
whatever to the recent victory of Malplaquet. The ¢
further embarrassed by the presence of Mrs. Masham.
conversation on indifferent matters, Marlborough ady
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refusal of the grant, and expressed his resolution of retiring, as
soon as he could do so consistently.

<< X am sorry your grace should misconstrue my refusal *” said
Anune; ‘“there is no precedent for the grant you claim, and I
should not be justified in acceding to your request. As regards
your retirement, the grief I shall feel at being deprived of your
services will be tempered by the enjoyment of a long stranger to
my reign — peace.”

«‘I understand your majesty,” replied Marlborough, drily.
s<But even the certainty of misrepresentation shall not compel me
to conclude a treaty of peace with Louis, unless upon terms ho-
mourable to yourself and advantageous to your subjects.”

<“What appears advantageous to your grace may not appear
equally so to others,” remarked Mrs. Masham.

«¢Possibly not to Mr. Harley and the friends of France,” re-
joined the duke, sarcastically. ¢ ButI will protect the rights of
my country, and oppose and confound its enemies as long as I
have the power of doing so.”

¢You are warm, my lord,” said Anne — ¢ needlessly warm.”

< Not needlessly, gracious Madam, when I find you influenced
by pernicious advisers,” replied Marlborough. ¢Oh, that I
could exercise the influence I once had over you! Oh, that you
would listen to the counsels of your true friend, the duchess, she
who has your real interests at heart!”

<«Her majesty has shaken off her bondage,” cried Mrs.
Masham.

¢“To put on another and a worse,” rejoined the duke. *‘She
koows not the position in which she stands — she knows not how
her honour, her glory, her prosperity are sacrificed at the shrine
of an unworthy favourite.”

¢¢No more of this, my lord,” cried Anne, peremptorily. ‘I
will not be troubled with these disputes.”

«It is no dispute, gracious Madam,” replied the duke,
proudly. ‘‘As afaithful and loyal servant of your majesty, and
as one ready at all times to lay down his life in your defence, Iam
bound to represent to you the danger in which you are placed.
But I can have no quarrel with Mrs. Masham.”
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¢ Mrs. Masham respects my feelings, my lord,” replied the
queen, angrily, ‘which is more than some of those do, who
profess so much devotion to me. Butitis time these misunder-
standings should cease. Can you not see that it is her perpetual
interference and dictation that has rendered the dachess odious to
me, and has led me to adopt a confidante of more gentle manners?
Can you not see that I will not brook either her control or yours—
that I will govern my people as I please, — and fix my afections
where I desire? No parliament can rob me of a friend, and if
your grace should thiunk fit to attempt Mrs. Masham’s forcible re-
moval, as you once threatened, you will find your efforts frus-
trated.”

¢¢I have no wish to deprive your majesty of a friend, and cer-
tainly none to dictate to you,” replied the duke. “‘Butifitis
proved to you — publicly proved — that your confidante bas be-
trayed her trust, and been in constant correspondence with the
avowed opponent of your majesty’s ministers — to say nothing of
foreign enemies — if your parliament and people require you to
dismiss her, I presume you will not then hesitate.”

“It will be time enough to answer that question, my lord,
when such a decision has been pronounced,” said the queen.
¢« I presume our conference is at an end.”

““Not quite, your majesty,” said the duke. I must tres-
pass on your patience a moment longer. You are aware that two
military appointments have to be made — the lieutenancy of the
Tower, and a regiment,”

I am aware of it,” replied the queen.

¢ Lord Rivers requested me to use my interest with your ms-
jesty to confer the lieutenancy upon him,” pursued the duke;
“‘but on my representing to him that my interest was infinitely
less than his own, he entreated my permission to make the re-
quest of your majesty himself.”

‘“Has your grace any objection to him?” asked the queen.

‘“None whatever,” replied the duke; * but the person I would
venture to recommend to the place is the Duke of Northumber-
land. By giving it to him, your majesty will also be enabled to
oblige the Earl of Hertford by the presentation of the Oxford regi-
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nent, which Northumberland will resign in his favour — an ar-
angement which is sure to be highly agreeable to the earl’s father,
he Duke of Somerset.”

<« ] am sorry I cannot attend to your grace’s recommendation,”
'eplied the queen; *‘for I have already graated the lieutenancy to
Lord Rivers.”

¢“How, Madam!” exclaimed Marlborough. ¢ Why Lord
Rivers only left me a few moments before I set out, and I made all
1aste to the palace.”

< He has been here, nevertheless, and has received the ap-
pointment,” rejoined the queen. ¢ He said your grace had no
objection to him.”

< This is contrary to all etiquette,” cried the duke, unable to
conceal his mortification. ¢ Why, I have never been consulted
on the occasion. Your majesty will do well to recall your pro-
mise.” '

«Impossible, mylord,” replied Anne. But since your grace
complains of violation of etiquette, Ibeg to inform you that I wish
the vacant regiment to be conferred on Mrs. Masham’s brother,
Colonel Hill.”

¢ Your majesty!” exclaimed the duke.

“Nay, Iwillhaveitso!” cried Anne, peremptorily.

¢ In a matter like the present, involving the consideration of
very nice points, your majesty will forgive me if I do not at once
assent,” replied the duke. ‘‘Let me beseech you to reflect upon
the prejudice which the appointment of so young an officer as Co-
Jonel Hill will occasion to the army, while others, who have served
longer, and have higher claims, must necessarily be passed over.
1 myself shall be accused of partlahly and injustice.”

¢I will take care you are set right on that seore, my lord,” re-

turned Anne.

¢««It will be erecting a standard of disaffection, round which

all the malcontents will rally,” pursued the duke.

¢¢'We will hope better things,” said the queen.

¢ As alast appeal, gracious Madam,” cried the duke, kneel-

ing, ‘‘I would remind you of the hardships I have recently under-
gone — of my long and active services. Do not — oh, do neoh
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his ungracious and injurious order upon me. Thoughl = pria
rook the indignity, yet to make it apparent to the whole
nust be prejudicial to you as well as to me.” then
ise, my lord,” said Anne, coldly. ¢‘I have made upmy Jim-e=at ana
n the subject. You will do well to advise with your friends, jurevach a
ten you have consulted with them I shall be glad of a2 Js. “Xippit

. A = Qui, |

ou shall have it, Madam,’ replied the duke. And bowing Jirsns youi

he quitted the presence. : =< Why,
dJoor.

CHAPTER IV. = « Diabl

.guise the serjeant returned from the wars; and ho'w he brought
back with him a Dutch wife.

E constancy of Mrs. Plumpton and Mrs. Tipping was st-
tried. The campaign of 1707 closed without the serjeants
; so did that of the following year; and it seemed doubtful
ir the winter of 1709 would see him back again. This, it
ie confessed, was a very long absence indeed, and enough
iust the patience of the most enduring. During the greatet
! the time, Scales corresponded regularly with his friends,
nt them long and graphic descriptions of the sieges of Lille, .
1y, and Mons, as well as of the battles of Oudenard and | < The

iquet, at all of which he had been present. 1 smust

nbelot and Sauvageon had been constant in their attendance | «< More
he ladies, and though the corporal’s suit could not be sid [
ance, the valet flattered himself that he had made a favour- s to—niy
npression upon the heart of the lady’s maid. How farhe | << This:
have succeeded, and whether he might have possessed him- perley,
the hand of the too susceptible Mrs. Tipping, it is needless ffe¢ closet.;
lire. Suffice it to say, that she was so well watched byProddy, | <<Mayl
marded her like a dragon, that she had no opportunity of | sureX
ng herself away. : «<Sody
may be remembered, that on the last occasion when Bim- | At this
was brought on the scene, he was locked up in a cupboard ju innpree
coachman, and it may be as well here to give the sequel of | *<Rum
Iventure. For some time the valet did not discover that he
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ras a prisoner, not having heard Proddy’s manceuvre; but at
ength, fancyiog all still, he tried to get out, and to his dismay,
ound the means of egress barred against him. While in a state
f great anxiety at his sitnation, he was somewhat relieved by the
pproach of footsteps, and presently distinguished the voice of
drs. Tipping, who, inalow tone, inquired, ‘‘Are you there?”

¢¢QOui, ma chére, I ‘'m here, and here I 'm likely to remain,
inless you let me out,” he replied.

““Why, the key ’s gone!” cried Mrs. Tipping. *‘Ican’t open
he door. 'What’s to be done?”

¢‘Diable!” roared Bimbelot. ¢‘Je mourirai de faim — je
erai suffoqué. Oh, mon Dieu! VatshallIdo? —ha!” And in
urning about, he upset a large pile of china plates, which fell to
he ground with a tremendous clatter.

Mrs. Tipping instantly took to her heels, and alarmed by the
oise, Fishwick, Brumby, Parker, and Timperley, who had re-
ired to a small room adjoining the kitchen to smoke a pipe and
egale themselves with a mug of ale previous to retiring to rest,
ushed into the passage.

¢“What the deuce is the matter?” cried Fishwick. ¢ Some-
ody must be breaking into the house.”

¢ The noise came from the china closet,” said Brumby. ‘A
:at maust have got into it.”

¢¢More likely a rat,” said Parker; ‘‘but whatever itis, we 'll
erret it out. Holloa! the key’s gone! I’m sure Isaw it in the
loor to-night.”

¢« This convinces me we 've a housebreaker to deal with” said
limperley. ‘‘He has taken out the key, and locked himself in
he closet.” .

¢“Maybe,” said Brumby. ¢‘But let’s break open the door —
’m sure I hear a noise.”

¢“SodoI,” rejoined Parker. .

At this instant there was another crash of china, followed by
n imprecation in the French tongue.

“‘Run to the kitchen, Timperley, and fetch the musket, and
he pistols, and the sword,” cried Fishwick. *We ’ll exterminate

Saint James's. A1
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the villain when we get at him. I 've got a key which will
the door. Quick — quick!”

¢« Oh! ce n’est pas un larron, mes amis — c’est moi
Bimbelot,” cried the Frenchman. ‘‘Dont you know me?

“Why it sounds like Bamby’s voice,” cried Fishwick.

“Yes, yes, itis Bimbelot,” replied the prisoner.

‘““Why, what the devil are you doiog there?” demar
cook.

«I got locked up by acmdent ” replied Bimbelot, ¢!
door, Ibeseesh of you.”

At this reply there wgs a general roar of laughter f
group outside, which was not diminished when the doc
opened by Fishwick, the valet sneaked forth. Without
to thank his deliverers, or to afford them any explanatic
cause of his captivity, Bimbelot took to his heels and hur
of the house. Their surmises, which were not very far
the truth, were fully confirmed on the following day by Pr
) It has been said that the serjeant wrote home frequen
« after the battle of Malplaquet, which he described with gr
" ticularity, nothing was heard from him, and as this dispa
evidently traced by the hand of a comrade, it was feared,
he made no mention of it, that he had been wounded.

““Well, Ihold to my resolution,” said Mrs. Tipping.
has lost a limb I wont have him.”

¢“I don’t care what he has lost,” said Mrs. Plumpto
will be all the same to me.”

““I'hope he 'll come back safe and sound,” said Prodd:
soon too. I’m sure he has been away long enough.”

The campaign of 1709 was over, and the Duke of Marll
returned, but with him came no serjeant. Great was t
sternation of the two ladies. Mrs. Tipping had a fit of h)
and Mrs. Plumpton fainted clean away, but both were r
not only to themselves, but to the highest possible state
by a piece of intelligence brought them by Fishwick, v
ascertained from the very best authority, — namely, tl
himself, — that the serjeant was on his way home, and n
hourly espected. Shortly after this, Proddy made his app

-
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wearing a mysterious expression of countenance, which was very
antalizing. He had received a letter from the serjeant, and the
adies entreated him to let them see it, but he shook his head,
1ud said ‘“You 'l know it all in time.”

¢Know what?” demanded Mrs. Tipping, *“What has
nappened?”

¢¢ Something very dreadful,” replied Proddy, evasively; “so
srepare yourselves.” .

¢<Oh, good gracious, you alarm one!” exclaimed Mrs. Tip-
>ing. ¢‘He hasn’t got a leg shot off?”

¢¢Worse than that,” replied Proddy.

¢“Worse than that!” repeated Mrs. Tipping. “‘Impossible!
It can’t be worse? Speak — speak! or I shall go distracted.”

¢<Why he has lost his right leg and his right arm, and I don’t
gnow whether his right eye aint a-missin’ too,” replied the coach-
maan.

¢ Then he ’s no longer the man for me,” replied Mrs. Tipping.

¢¢ I ’m glad to have such an opportunity of proving my affection
For him,” said Mrs. Plumpton, brushing away a tear. I shall
Like him just as well as ever — perhaps better.”

¢¢Well, upon my word, Plumpton, you ’re easily satisfied,
X must say,” observed Mrs. Tipping, scornfully. I wish you
joy of your bargain.”

«Ah! but Mrs. Plumpton don’t know all,” remarked Proddy;
<t the worst ’s behind.”

. *“What! is there anything more dreadful in store?” asked the '

housekeeper. * What is it? — whatis it?”

«J was enjoined by the serjeant not to tell — butI can’t help
it,” replied Proddy. “He’s MARRIED!”

¢“Married!” screamed both ladies.

¢Yes — married,” replied Proddy; ‘‘and to a Dutch wbman,
and he ’s bringin’ her home with him.”

¢“Well, I hope he won’t let me see her, or I’ll tear her eyes
out — that I will!” cried Mrs. Tipping. ¢ Bless us! what’s the
matter with Plumpton? Why, if the poor fool isn’t going to faint.”
And her womanly feelings 'getting the better of her vinalry, s\a

AT
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flew to the housekeeper, who fell back in the chair, &
revive her by sprinkling water over her face.

¢“This is real love, or I know nothing about it,” sai
regarding Mrs. Plumpton with much concern. “I wis
alarmed her so.”

And without awaiting her recovery, he quitted the h

On that same evening, Bimbelot called upon the la
was enchanted by the news which he learnt from Mrs. Ti

““Ma foi!” he exclaimed, ‘‘here ’s a pretty conclt
sergent’s gallant carecer. 8o he has lost aleg, and an
* an eye, and is married to a Dutch vrow — ha, ha! )
is hourly expected. I sall call to-morrow evening, and.
returned.”

So the next evening he came, accompanied by Sauva
found the two ladies and Fishwick in the kitchen; ]
nothing had been heard of the serjeant, nor had even Pr:
his appearance. Mrs. Plumpton seemed very disconsol:
dismally, and often applied her apron to her eyes; a
Mrs. Tipping endeavoured to look indifferent and scornl
evident she was the reverse of comfortable.

‘I hope you 'll revenge yourself on de perfidious se
chére,” said Bimbelot to the latter; ‘let him see tha
got a Dutch wife you can match him wid a French h
ha, ha!” )

¢ It would serve him right, indeed,” replied the lad

”»
.

see

Sauvageon addressed a speech, somewhat to the sar
to Mrs. Plumpton, but the only response he received
lancholy shake of the head.

Just at this juncture, an odd sound, like the stur
wooden leg, was heard in the passage, approaching e:
towards the door.

‘‘Sacre Dieu! vat’s dat?” cried Bimbelot.

“‘It’s the serjeant,” cried Mrs. Plumpton, starting
sure it ’s him.”

As she spoke, the door opened, and there stood S
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Thow miserably changed from his former self! His right arm was
supported by a sling, and what appeared the stump of a hand was
wrapped in a bandage. A wooden leg lent him support on one
side, and a long crutch on the other. His visage was wan and
woe-begone, and his appearance so touched Mrs. Plumpton, that
she would certainly have rushed up to him and thrown her arms
about his neck, if she had not caught sight of a female figure close
behind him.

After pausing for a moment in the doorway, and taking off his
hat to his friends, Scales hobbled forward. He was followed by
his partner, and a thrill of astonishment pervaded Mrs. Plumpton
as she beheld more fully the object of his choice.

Never was such a creature seen, nor one so totally repugnant
to the received notions of feminine attraction. Mrs. Scales was
little more than half her husband’s size; but what she wanted in
height she made up in width and rotundity, and if she were a
Dutch Venus, the Hollanders must admire the same breadth of
beauty as the Hottentots. Her expansive attractions were . dis-
played in a flaming petticoat of scarlet cloth, over which she wore
a short gown of yellow brocade worked with gold, and over this a
richly-laced muslin apron. Her stupendous stomacher was worked
in the same gaudy style as her gown; immense lace ruffled covered
her elbows; and black mittens her wrists. Her neck was so short
that her chin was buried in her exuberant bust. ‘Waist she had
none. In fact, her figure altogether resembled an enormous keg of
Dutch butter, or a gigantic runnel of Schiedam. A hoop with her
was unnecessary; nor would she have needed in the slightest
degree that modern accessory of female attire, the bustle. The
rest of her array consisted of massive gold ear-rings, alaced cap
and pinners, surmounted by a beaver hat with a low crown and
broad leaves; black shoes of Spanish leather, with red heels, and
buckles. In her hand she carried a large fan, which she spread
before her face, it may be presumed to hide her blushes. As she
advanced with her heels together, and her toes turned out, ata
slow and mincing pace, the two Frenchmen burst into roars of
laughter, and having made her a bow of mock ceremony, which
she returned by a little duck of her body, intended for & caustesy,
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wife very like Mr. Proddy — so like, that I should almost have
fancied she might be his sister.”

““Vat does she say?” demanded Mrs. Scales, aglmtmg her
fan.

<< She says you ’re very like a respectable friend of mine — one
Mr. Proddy, the queen’s coachman,” replied Scales.

¢“Oh,  Mynheer Protty, I’ve heard you sbege of him before,”
replied his wife. ‘“He musd be a bery gootlooging man, dat
Protty, if he’s lige me.”

¢ He is very.goodlooking ,” affirmed Scales. ‘‘You'’ll see him
by and by, I dare say.”

¢“Oh yes, he ’s sure to be here presently,” said Fishwick. I
wonder he hasn’t come before this. Odsbobs! she is uncommonly
like Proddy, to be sure!”

‘“Wont you allow me to present my wife to you, Mrs. Tip-
ping?” said Scales.

““No, Ithank'ee, serjeant,” replled the lady, glancing scorn-
fully over her shoulder. ““Horrid wretch!”’ she added, as if to
herself. -

‘““Well, at all events, you may shake hands with me,” said
Scales.

*“You ’ve only one hand left, serjeant, and it would be a pity
to use it unnecessarily,” rejoined Mrs. Tipping, pertly.

‘“Well, I didn’t espect such a reception as this,” said Scales,
dolefully. <‘Ithoughtyou would be glad to see me.”

¢So we should, if you had come back as you went” replied
Mrs. Tipping; ‘“but you ’re an altered man now. I always told
you, if you lostalimb, I°d have nothing to say to you.”

“Your wounds would have made no difference to me, ser-
jeant, if you hadn’t put abar between us,” said Mrs. Plumpton.
¢QOh, dear! you’ve used me very cruelly!”

‘“‘Hush! notsoloud,” cried the serjeant, winking and point-
ing at his spouse.

““Vat’s dat you zay, Mudam?” demanded Mrs. Scales. ‘I
hope de serjeant hasn’t been naagin luv to you.”

““Yes, but he has,” criel Mrs. Tippiog; ‘‘he made love to
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both of us, and he promised to marry both of us, and he would
bhave married both of us, but for you, you old Dutch monster!” [dn

¢«‘Is dis drue, Madam?” cried Mrs. Scales, her face turning J%a
crimson. *“I’ll believe you, butI wond dat saacy slud.”

¢« Barbarous as he is, I wont betray him,” murmured Mrs. Jiw
Plumpton, turning away.

¢If you wont believe me, you old mermaid, ask those ges-
tlemen,” said Mrs. Tipping. ¢ They ’ll confirm what I 've stated.”

¢“Qui, Madame,” replied Bimbelot, stepping forward, “je
suis bien faché — sorry to tell you dat de sergent did make love
both dese ladies.”

¢‘Silence, Bamby!” cried Scales.

“No, Ishan’t be silent at your bidding,” rejoined the valet.
¢ We laugh at your threats now — ha! ha!” Aund he snapped his
fingers in the serjeant’s face.

““Yes, yes, we laugh at you now,” said Sauvageon, imits-
ting the gesture of his companion.

¢ Cowards!” exclaimed Scales.

‘““Whom do you call cowards, sare?” dsmanded Bimbelot,
striding up to him, and grinning fiercely.

“Yes, whom do you call cowards, sare?” added Sauvageon,
stepping forward, and grinning on the other side.

““Both; I call you both cowards — arrant cowards,” replied
Scales. “‘You wouldn’t have dared to do this for your lives, ifl
hado’t been disabled.”

The Frenchmen meditated some angry retort, bat Mrs. ‘Scales
pushed them aside, crying, ¢ Leave himto me. I ’ve an accound
to seddle wid him. Give me back my glders, zir. I’ll be di-
vorzed. I’ll go bag to Holland. I'll leave you wid your fine miz-
zizes here.”

¢“We 'll have nothing to do with him,” said Mrs. Tipping.

¢ Answer for yourself, Tlpping,” rejoined Mrs. Plampton.
¢*I can forgive him anything.”

“Bless you! bless you! 1" cried Lhe serjeant, in a voice of
deep emotion, and wiping away a tear.

‘“Give me my gilders, I zay,” cried Mrs. Scales, rapping him
with her fan.  ¢“I’ve done wid you. I’ll go bag.” ,
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‘“Yas, give de lady her money,” cried Bimbelot, coming
behind him, and trying to trip up his wooden leg. ¢ Ah, ah!
mon brave, you are prettily hen-peck — ha! ha!”

¢“QOui, oui, de gray mare is clearly de better horse,” cried
Sauvageon, trying to knock the crutch from beneath his arm.

““Ah! rascals — ah, cowards! I'll teach you to play these
tricks!” roared the serjeant in a voice of thunder, and shaking
them off with a force that astonished them.

But what was their terror and amazement to see him slip his
right arm out of the sling, pull off the bandage and produce a hand
beneath it, sound and uninjured, and hard and horny as the other.
‘What was their surprise — aod the surprise of every one else,
except Mrs. Scales — to see him unbuckle a strap behind, cast
off his wooden leg, and plant hisright foot firmly on the ground,
giving a great stamp as he did so.

¢“Can I believe my eyes!” cried Mrs. Plumpton; *“why the
serjeant is himself again.” .

¢ Mille tonneres!” exclaimed Bimbelot, in affright — ¢ que
signifie cela? ” . ‘ )

¢« It signifies that a day of retribution is arrived for’you, rascal,” -
replied Scales, attacking him about the back and legs with the
trutch.  ““This will teach you to waylay people in the park. And
You too,” he added, belabouring Sauvageon in the same manner
=~ ¢“‘how do you like that, eh, rascals — eh, traitors!”

And he pursued them round the room, while Mrs. Scales as-
sisted him, kicking them as they fled before her, and displaying,
in her exertions, a tremendous pair of calves. She had just caught
hold of the tails of Bimbelot’s coat, and was cuffing him soundly,
when he jerked himself away from her, and pulled her to the
@round. In falling, her hat and cap, together with a false head
of hair, came off.

‘¢ Another miracle!” exclaimed Mrs. Plumpton, running up
Y her assistance. *“Why, I declare, if itisn’t Mr. Proddy after
.ll.”

‘“Yes, yes, it ‘s me, sure enough,” replied the coachman,
gettingup — ‘“ha, ha! Oh dear, these stays are sadly too tight
for me. 1 shall be squeezed to death — ho! ho!”
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At this moment, the serjeant, having driven out both the
Frenchmen, came back, and, clasping the unresisting Mrs.
Plumpton in his arms, bestowed a hearty smack upon her lips.

“You Il forgive me for putting your affection to this trial, I
hope, my dear,” he said.

«That I will,” replied Mrs. Plumpton — ¢ that I will.”

«<I’1l forgive you, too, serjeant,” said Mrs. Tipping, nudging
his elbow, “though you don’t deserve it.”

Without saying a word, Scales turned and clasped her to his
breast. But the embrace was certainly not so hearty as that which
he had just bestowed on the housekeeper.

¢“Well, Ihope you *ve taken care of my room in my absence!”
said Scales.

‘ Come and look at it,” cried Mrs. Plumpton; ‘¢ ypu ’ll findit
just as you left it.”

‘“Yes, come and look at it,” added Mrs. Tipping, “we 'r
cleaned it regularly.”

‘“Thank’ee, thank’ee!” rejoined the serjeant.

“Your drum ’s as tightly braced as my bodice,” said Proddy.
¢‘Oh dear! I wish somebody would unlace me.”

The coachman being relieved, they all adjourned to the des,
and as they went thither, Scales observed to Mrs. Plumpton,
that he should never forget the way in which she had received him,
saying, ‘It had made an ineffaceable impression on his heart.”

¢ Ineffaceabl®t fiddlestick!” exclaimed Mrs. Tipping, who
overheard the remark. ¢‘As if she didn’t know you were shamming
all the while. Why, bless your simplicity, serjeant, did yoo
think you could impose on us by so shallow a device? No such
thing. 'We saw through it the moment you came in.”

The serjeant looked incredulous, but at this moment be
reached the den, and his thoughts turned in another channel.

He hesitated for a second, and then, with a somewhat tren
bling hand, opened the door, and passed in. Everything wasit
its place — the plans, the portrait, the gloves, the sword, tbe
shot, the meerschaum'; with the drum standing on the three-
legged stool. The serjeant surveyed them all, and a tear glistened
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eye. He said nothing, but sqaeezed Mrs, Plumpton’s hand
onately,

CHAPTER V.
The trial of Doctor Sacheverell.

ueINALLY appointed for the 8th of February, 1710, Doctor
verell’s trial was postponed to the 27th of the same month,
» ground that Westminster Hall could not be got ready for
ception of the court before that period. The length of time
lapsed between the impeachment and the prosecution was
able to Sacheverell, inasmuch as it gave ample opportunity
: preparation of his defence; while no art was neglected to
iate the public in his behalf, and heighten the feeling of
sity already entertained againss his opponents.

s portrait was exhibited in all the print-shops; ballads were
bout him at the corner of every street; reference was con-
 made to his case by the clergy of his party in their sermons,
me even went so far as to offer up public prayers ¢ for the
-ance of a brother under persecution from the hands of his
es;” the imminent peril of the church, and the excellence
constitution, were insisted on; the most furious zealots
1ade welcome guests at the board of Harley and bis friends,
structed how to act — the principal toast at all such enter-
'nts being ‘‘Doctor Sacheverell’s health, and & lmppy de-
1ce to him.” .
e aspect of things was so alarmmg, that long before the
ame on, the greatest misgivings were felt as to its issue by
hig leaders. and Godolphin bitterly repented that he had not
d to the advice of Lord Somers, who had recommended a
, prosecution in a court of law as the safest and most judi-
course. But retreat was now too late. The task had been
.aken, and however difficult and.dangerous, it must be gone
h with. To quit the field without a st:uggle would he worse
efeat.

armly attached-to the church, and led by. Harley and Abigail
ieve that it was really in danger,the queen was inclined
he first towards Sacheverell, and this bias was confixmedny
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- the incautious admission on the part of the Whigs of the legitimacy
of her brother, the Prince of Wales — an admission which,
coupled with her dislike of the proposed Hanoverian succession,
exasperated her against them, and increased her predilection for
one whom she believed to be undergoing persecution for pro-
mulgating opinions so entirely in accordance with her own. Ad-
ditional confidence was given to the Tories, by the defection from
the opposite party of the Dukes of Shrewsbury, Somerset, and
Argyle, all of whom, either secretly or openly, exerted them-
selves to throw difficulties in the way of the impeachment.

Thus embarassed, and with the tide of popular opinion
running strongly against them, it became evident to the instigs-
tors of the trial, that whatever might be the decision as regarded
Sacheverell, its consequences must be prejudicial in the highest
degree to themselves. The only person who seemed unconcerned,
aud confident of a favourable termination, was the Duchess of
Marlborough.

The council for the defence included Sir Simon Harcourt, Sir
Constantine Phipps, and three others of the ablest Tory lawyers;
while advice was given on all theological matters by Doctors At-
terbury, Smallridge, and Friend. The managers of the prosecu-
tion comprehended Sir John Holland, comptroller of the house-
hold; Mr, Secretary Boyle; Mr. Smith, chancellor of the ex-
chequer; Sir James Montague, attorney-general; Mr. Robert
Eyre, solicitor-general; Mr. Robert Walpole, treasurer of the
navy; and thirteen others.

The approach of the trial increased the public curiosity to the
highest pitch, and all other considerations of business or amuse-
ment were merged in the anticipation of a struggle, which, though
astensibly for another cause, was to decide the fate of parties.

At length the day arrived. About an hour before noon, the
courts and squares of the Temple, where Sacheverell lodged, t
be near his lawyers, were crowded by an immense mob, with
oak-leaves in their hats — the distinguishing badge of the high-
church party. A tremendous shout was raised as the doctor got
into a magnificent open chariot, lent him for the occasion bya
friend, and as it was put in motion, the whole concourse marched
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with him, shouting and singing, and giving to the affair rather
the semblance of a conqueror’s triumph, than of the procession of
an offender to a court of justice, '

The windows of all the houses in the Strand and Parliament-
street were filled with spectators, many of whom responded to the
shouts of the mob, while the fairer, and not the least numerous
portion of the assemblage, were equally enthusiastic in the ex-
pression of their good wishes. 8acheverell, it has hefore been
intimated, was a handsome, fresh-complexioned man, with a
fine portly figure, and stately presence, and on the present occa-
sion, being attired in his full canonicals, and with the utmost care,
he looked remarkably well. His countenance was clothed with
smiles, asifhe were assured of success.

In this way he was brought to Westminster Hall.

The managers and committee of the commons having taken
their places,- Sacheverell was brought to the bar, when the pro-
ceedings were opened by the attorney-general, who was folowed
by Mr. Lechmere, after which the particular passages of the ser-
mon on which the impeachment was grounded, were read.

The case, however, proceeded no further on this day, but
the court being adjourned, the doctor was conducted back to the
Temple by the same concourse who had attended him to West-
minster Hall, and who had patiently awaited his coming forth.

The next day, the crowds were far more numerous than before,
and the approaches to the place of trial were so closely beset, that
it required the utmost efforts of the guard to maintain anything
like a show of order. Groanings, hootings, and menaces, were
lavishly bestowed on all the opponents of Sacheverell, while, on
the contrary, his friends were welcomed with the loudest cheers.

It was expected that the queen would attend the trial, and a
little before twelve, a passage was cleared for the royal carriage;
notwithstanding which, the vehicle proceeded very slowly, and
when nearly opposite Whitehall, a stoppage occurred. Taking
advantage of the pause, several persons pressed up to the window,
and said, **'We hope your majesty is for Doctor Sacheverell.”

Anne was somewhat alarmed, and leaned back, but Mrs.
Masham, who was with her, answered quickly, ¢ Yea, (o8, ap0d
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people, her majesty is a friend of every true friend of the chure
and an enemy of its persecutors.”

‘“We knew it— we knew it! "’ rejoined the questioners. G
bless your majesty, and deliver you from evil counsellors! §
cheverell and high church — huzza!”

«“Isay, coachee,” cried one of the foremost of the mob -
great ruffianly fellow, half a head taller than the rest of the |
standers, with a ragged green coat on his back, and a coal-bk
beard of a week’s growth on his chin — ‘I say, coachee,”
eried, addressing Proddy, who occupied his usual position on
box, ‘I hope you 're high church?”

“High as a steeple, my weathercock ,” replied Prod
*“ You ’ve little to do with low church yourself, I guess?”

¢“Nothin’,” returned the man, gruffly. ¢‘But since such
your sentiments, give the words — ¢Sacheverell for ever! ¢
down with the Duke of Marlborough!’”

“I’ve no objection to Sacheverell,” said Proddy; “‘butI
blown if I utter a word against the Duke of Marlborough; !
shall any one else in my hearin’. 8o stand aside, my mayp«
anless you want a taste of the whip. Out of the way there!
hip — yo ho!”

Scarcely had the royal carriage passed, than the Duchess
Marlborough came up. Her grace was alone in her chariot, ¢
being instantly recognised, was greeted with groans and yeils
the crowd. No change of feature proclaimed a consciousness
her part of this disgraceful treatment, until the tall man bef
mentioned approached the carriage, and thrust his head insolen
into the window.

¢“Good day, duchess,” he said, touching his hat, and leer
impudently — ¢‘you wont refuse us a few crowns to drink Doc
Sacheverell’s health, and the downfall of the Whigs, eh?”

‘“Back, ruffian,” she cried; ‘‘drive on, coachman.”
¢‘Not 80 quick, duchess,” replied the fellow, with a coa
laugh. -

And turning to two men near him, almost as ill-looking &
stalwart as himself, he added, ‘‘here, Dan Dammaree, — a
you, Frank Willis, — to the horses’ heads — quick ! ”
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The command was so promptly obeyed, that before Brumby
could apply the whip, the horses were checked.

¢“You see how it is, duchess,” pursued the fellow, with a
detestable grin, ‘‘ we must have what we ask, or we shall be com-
pelled to escort you back to Marlborough House.”

This speech was received with cheers and laughter by the by—
standers, and several voices exclaimed, ‘‘Ay — ay, George
Purchase is right. We must have wherewithal to drink the doctor’s
deliverance, or the carriage shall go back.”

Purchase was about to renew his demand, and in yet more in-
solent terms, when a strong grasp was placed on his collar, and
he was hurled forcibly backwards, among the crowd. .

On recovering himself, he saw that he had been displaced by
a tall man in a serjeant’s uniform, who now stood before the car-
riage window, and regarded him and his friends menacingly.

¢“Down with him!” roared Purchase; ‘‘he’s a Whig—a dis~
senter — down with him!”

¢“Ay, down with him!” echoed a hundred voices.

And the threat would no doubt have been carried into execu-
tion, if at this juncture, a body of the horse-guards had not
ridden up, their captain having perceived that the Duchess of
Marlborough was molested in her progress. The men then quitted
their hold of the horses’ heads, and Brumby putting the carriage
in motion, the serjeant sprang up behind it among the footmen,
and was borne away.

A few minutes after this disturbance, loud and prolonged
cheering proclaimed the approach of the idol of the mon. Sache-
verell was attended, as before, by a vast retinue of admirers, who
carried their hats, decorated with oak-leaves, atthe end of trun~
cheons, which they waved as they marched along.

As the chariot advanced, the beholders instantly uncovered to
the doctor, and those who refused this mark of respect had their
hats knocked off. Sacheverell was accompanied by Doctors Atter-
bury, and Smallridge, - who were occupied in examining certain
packets which had been flung into the carriage by different ladies,
as it passed along, and the contents of most of which proved to be
valuable.

‘
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‘When the carriage reached Whitehall, the shouts were ali
deafening, and hundreds pressed round the doctor,. invo
blessings on his head, and praying for his benediction in ret
This was readily accorded by Sacheverell, who, rising in
carriage, extended his hands over the multitude, crying
with great apparent fervour — ‘‘ Heaven bless you, my breth
and preserve you from the snares of your enemies ! ”

“And you too, doctor,” cried the rough voice of Purcl
who was standing near him. ‘‘We 'll let your persecutors
to-night what they may expect from us, if they dare to find
guilty.”

«Ay, that we will,” responded others.

¢ 'We ’ll begin by burnin’ down the meetin’-houses,” she
Daniel Dammaree. ‘The Whigs shall have a bonfire to v
their choppy fingers at.”

- “8ay the word, doctor, and we 'll pull down the Bish
Salisbury’s house,” roared Frank Willis.

*¢Or the lord chancellor’s,” cried Purchase.

"¢¢Or Jack Dolben’s, — he who moved for your reverence’s
peachment,” cried Daniel Dammaree.

At the mention of Mr. Dolben’s name, a deep groan b
from the crowd.

«“Shall we set fire to Mr. Hoadley’s church — Saint Pe
Poor, eh, doctor?” said Purchase,

*“On no account, my friends — my worthy friends,” rej
Sacheverell. ‘¢ Abstain from all acts of violence, I imploi
you. Otherwise, you will injure the cause you profess to ser

“‘But, doctor, we can’t come out for nothing,” urged ]
chase.

*“No, no, we must earn a livelihood,” said Willis.

‘I charge you to be peaceable,” rejoined the doctor, sil
down hastily in the carriage.

‘‘Notwithstanding what he says, we 'll pull down D¢
Burgess's meetin’~house in Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields, to-night,” ¢
Dammaree, as the carriage was driven forward.

*‘Right,” cried a little man, with his hat pulled over
brows, ‘it will convince the enemies of the high church
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we 're in earnest. The doctor may talk as he pleases, butIknow
1 tumult will be agreeable, as well as serviceable to him.”

¢¢8ay you so,” cried Purchase; ¢ then we’ll doit. We meet
st seven in Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields, comrades.”

<« Agreed,” cried a hundred voices.

¢« And den’t forget to bring your clubs with you, comrades,”
cried Frank Wiilis.

¢ That we wont,” replied the others.

‘I must keep them up to it,” said the short man, with the hat
pulled over his brows, to himself. ¢¢This will be pleasing intel-
ligence to Mr. Harley.”

The proceedings at Westminster Hall were opened by Sir Jo-
seph Jekyll, who, addressing himself to the first article of the
impeachment, was followed by the attorney-general, Sir John
Holland, Mr. Walpole, and General Stanhope, the latter of
whom, in a spirited speech, declared that if ¢ that insignificant
tool of a party, Doctor Sacheverell, had delivered his sermon in
a conventicle of disaffected persons, maintained by some deluded
women, no notice should have been taken of so nonsensical a dis-
course; but as he had preached it where it might do great mis-
chief, his offence deserved the severest animadversion.”

At these scornful remarks, the doctor, who had maintained
an unconcerned demeanour during the speeches of the other mana-
gers, tarned very pale, and with difficulty refrained from giving
utlerance to his angry emotion.

Soon after this, Mr. Dolben spoke, and, in the heat of his
discourse, glancmg at Atterbury and Smallridge, who were
standing at the bar behind Sacheverell, he cried — ¢ When I see
before me these false brethren —”

The words were scarcely uttered, when Lord Haversham rose,
and interrupted him,

] cannot allow such an expression to pass without reproof, .

8ir,” cried his lordship. “‘You have passed a reflection upon the
whole body of the clergy Imove, my lords, that the honourable
gentleman explain.”

*“Ay, ay, explain,” cried several voices from the benches of
the lords.

Saint James's, L\
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¢ What mean you by the expression you have used, Sir?”
manded the chancellor. .

¢“Nothing, my lord,” replied Mr. Dolben. *‘It wasa!
inadvertence. I should have said ¢false brother,’ for I refc
only to the prisoner at the bar.”

“The explanation is scarcely satisfactory,”” replied
Haversham; ‘‘and I must admonish the honourabld gentlem
be more guarded in what he says in future. Such slips o
tongue are liable to misconstruction.”

Slight as this occurrence was, it was turned to great adval
by Sacheverell’s partisans, who construed it into a complet
trayal of the intentions of their opponents to attack the v
church in his person.

‘When Mr. Dolben concluded his speech, the court adjow
and the doctor was conducted to his lodgings in the same tr
phant manner as before.

CHAPTER VI

How the meeting-houses were destroyed by the mob.

As evening drew in, the peaceable inhabitants of Linco
Inn-Fields were terrified by the appearance of several hun
persons, armed with bludgeons, muskets, and swords, and he
by three tall men with faces blackened with soot, who,
parading their wild retinue about the squareé for a quarter ¢
hour, during which its numbers were greatly increased, pa
beneath a Jamp-post, when the tallest of the trio, clamberin
it, took upon him to address a few words to the mob. A
ceased, shouts were raised of ““Well said, George Purcl
Down with the meeting-houses! Down with the meeting-hous

““Ay, down with them!” rejoined Purchase. <‘Let’st
with Doctor Burgess’s; it’s the nearest at hand. Come on,
‘We 'll have all the meeting-houses down before morning. (
on, Isay. High church and Sacheverell for ever — huzza!”

With this, he leaped down, and brandishing a naked hs
which he held in his grasp, ran towards the corner of the sqi
and entered a little court, at the end of which stood the do¢
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meeting-house. Several of the mob who followed him bore links,
so that a wild, unsteady light was thrown upon the scene. The
court was quickly crowded to excess, and an attack was made
upon the door, which proved strong enough to resist the combined
efforts of Purchase and Dammaree.

‘While these ruffians were hurling themselves against it, and
calling for implements to burst it open, a window was unfastened,
and a venerable face appeared at it.

““What do you want, my friends?” asked the person, in a
mild voice.

It 's Doctor Burgess himself,” cried several voices. And a
most terrific yell was raised, which seemed to find an echo from
the furthest part of the square.

‘“We want to get in, old Poundtext,” replied Purchase; ¢ so

unlock the door, and look quick about it, or it ’ll be worse for
you.” .
““Your errand is wrongful,” cried Doctor Burgess. ‘I be-
seech you to retire, and take away those you have brought with you.
I shall resist your violence as long as I can; nor shall you enter
this sacred place except over my body."”

“Your blood be upon your own head then,” rejoined Purchase,
fiercely. ¢‘Curseye!” he added to those behind him. ¢‘Is there
nothing to break open the door?"”

¢“Here ’s a sledge-hammer,” cried a swarthy-visaged knave,
with his shirt sleeves turned up above the elbow, and a leathern
apron tied round his waist, forcing his way towards him. Pur-
chase snatched the hammer from him, raised it, and dashed it
against the door, which flew open with a tremendous crash.

But the entrance of the intruders was opposed by Doctor
Burgess, who planted himself in their way, and raising his arm
menacingly, cried, ¢ Get hence, sacrilegious villains, or dread
the anger of Heaven!”,

¢'We are the servants of the church, and therefore under the
special protection of Heaven,” cried Purchase, derisively; ‘let
us pass, I'say, orI’ll cut you down.”

AR
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“You shall never pass while I can hinder you,” rejoined
Doctor Burgess. ‘I have not much force of body; but suchas
I have I will oppose to you, violent man.”

¢« Since you wont bc warned, you hoary-headed dotard, take
your fate,” cried Purchase, seizing him by the throat, and dash-
ing him backwards so forcibly, that his head came in contact
with the edge of a pew, and he lay senseless and bleeding on the
ground.

As the doctor fell, a young man, who had not been hitherto
noticed, rushed forward, crying, in a voice of agony and grief,
¢« Wretches, you have killed him.”

¢““Maybe we have,” rejoined Dammaree, with a terrible im-
precation; ‘‘and we 'Ll kill you, too, if you give us any non-
sense.”

““You are he who did it,” cried the young man, attemptingto
seize Purchase. ¢‘You are my prisoner.”

‘‘Leave go, fool,” rejoined the other, ““or I ’ll send youto
hell to join your pastor.”

But the young man closed with him, and nerved by despers-
tion, succeeded, notwithstanding the other’s superior strength,
in wresting the hanger from him.

‘“Halloa, Dan,” cried Purchase, ¢ just give this madcap2
crack on the sconce, will you?” .

Dammaree replied with a blow frow a hatchet which he held
in his hand. The young man instantly dropped, and the crowd
rushing over him, trampled him beneath their feet.

In another minute, the chapel was filled by the rioters, and the
work of destruction commenced. The pews were broken 10
pieces; the benches tornup; the curtains plucked from the
windows; the lamps and sconces pulled down; the casements and
wainscots destroyed; the cushions, hassocks, and carpets, taken
up; and Bibles and hymn-books torn in pleces, and their leaves
scattered about.

By this time, Doctor Burgess, who had only been stunned,
having recovered his senses, rushed amidst the crowd, exclaim-
ing — ‘‘Sacrilegious villains — robbers — murderers, what
have you done with my nephew? Where is he?”
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““Silence, old man. We have had trouble enough with you
already,” rejoined Frank Willis, grufily.

‘“‘Make him mount the pulpit, and cry, ¢Sacheverell for
ever!’ ” said Dammaree.

X will perish rather,” cried Doctor Burgess.

““We'll see that,” said Purchase. ¢‘Here, lads, hoist him
to the pulpit.”

And amid blows, curses, and the most brutal usage, the un-
fortunate minister was compelled to mount the steps. As he stood
within the pulpit, from which he was wont to address an as-
semblage so utterly different in character from that now gathered
before him, his appearance excited some commiseration even
among that ruthless crew. His face was deathly pale, and there
was a large gash on his left temple, from which the blood was still
flowing freely. His neckcloth and dress were stained with the
sanguinary stream. He exhibited no alarm, but turning his eyes
upwards, seemed to murmur a prayer.

¢“Now then, doctor,” roared Dammaree — ¢ ¢ Sacheverell and
High church for ever,” or the Lord have mercy on your soul.”

¢“The Lord have mercy on your soul, misguided man,” re-
plied Doctor Burgess. *‘You will think on your present wicked
actions when you are brought to the gallows.”

¢ Do as you are bid, doctor, without more ado,” cried Dam~
maree, pointing a musket at him, ‘or —"

I will never belie my conscience,” rejoined Doctor Burgess,
firmly. ¢ And]I call upon you not to commit more crimes — not
to stain your soul yet more deeply in blood.”

Dammaree was about to pull the trigger when the musket was
dashed from his grasp by Purchase.

¢“No, curse it!” cried the milder ruffian, “we won't kill
him. He is punished severely enough in seeing his chapel de-~
molished.”

The majority of the assemblage concurring in this opinion,
Purchase continued — ¢‘Come down, old Poundtext, and make
your way hence if you don’t wish, like a certain Samson, of your
acquaintance, to have the house pulled about your ears.”

‘*God forgive you as I do,” said Burgess, meekly. With
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this he descended, and pressing through the crowd, quitted the
chapel.

Before he was gone, however, the pulpit was battered to
pieces and the fragments gathered together, and in a few minutes
more the chapel was completely gutted by the mob.

Loaded with their spoil, the victors returned to the centre of
the square, where they made an immense heap of the broken
pieces of the pews and pulpit, and having placed straw and other
combustibles among them, they set fire to the pile in various
places. The dry wood quickly kindled, and blazed up in a bright
ruddy flame, illuminating the countenances of the fantastic groups
around it, the nearest of whom took hands, and forming a ring,
danced round the bonfire, hallooing and screeching like so many
Bedlamites.

While this was going forward, Frank Willis, having fastened
a window-curtain, which he had brought from the chapel, to the
end of along pole, waved it over his head, calling it the “high-
church standard,” and bidding his followers rally round it.

A council of war was next held among the ringleaders, and
after some discussion, it was resolved to go and demolish Mr.
Earle’s meeting-house in Long Acre. This design was -com-
municated to the assemblage by Purchase, and received with tu-
multuous applause. To Long Acre, accordingly, the majority of
the assemblage hied, broke open the doors of the meeting-house
in question, stripped it, as they had done Dr. Burgess’s, and
carried off the materials for another bonfire.

““Where next, comrades?” cried Purchase, ascending a flight
of steps. ¢ Where next?”

““To Mr. Bradbury’s meetipg-house in New-street, Shoe-lane,”
replied a voice from the crowd.

This place of worship being visited and destroyed, the mob
next bent their course to Leather-lane, where they pulled down
Mr. Taylor’s chapel; and thence to Blackfriars, where Mr.
Wright's meeting-house shared the same fate. Hitherto, they
had encountered little or no opposition, and flushed with success,
they began to meditate yet more formidable enterprises. Arriving
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t Bridge, Purchase mounted the stone balustrade, and

1 attention for a moment. .

That say you to going into the city, and destroying the meet-

ases there?” he cried.

‘m for somethin’ better,” replied Frank Willis, waving
« ‘“‘I'vote as how we pull down Salter’s Hall.”

’m for a greater booty still,” vociferated Dammaree. “Let
k open and rifle the Bank of England.. That 'll make us all

life.”

Y, ay — the Bank of England — let ’s rifle it,” cried a
of voices.

glorious suggestion, Frank,” returned Purchase. :Come
Sacheverell and the Bank of England — huzza!”’

they were about to hurry away, ashort man, with his hat
over his brows, rushed up, almost out of breath, and in-
them that the guards were in search of them.

hey *ve turned into Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields,” cried the man,
myself told their captain you were there. But they ’Il be
esently.”

fe'll give 'em a warm reception when they come,” said
se, resolutely. “‘Herelads, throw down all that wooden
on the west side of the bridge. Make as great a heap as
1, S0 as to block up the thoroughfare completely. Get a
f pitch from that ‘ere lighter lying in the ditch below — I’ll
yut the bottom and set fire to it when we hear ’em comin’,
'Il see whether they ’ll dare to pass the bridge when that’s
Sacheverell and the Bank of England for ever — huzza!”

CHAPTER VIL

In what way the rioters were dispersed.

ANWHILE intelligence of these tumults had been recefved at
all, by the Earl of Sunderland, who instantly repaired to
imes’s Palace, and reported to the queen what was going
|, expressing his apprehension of the extent of the riot.

am grieved, but not surprised, to hear of the disturbances,
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my lord,” replied Anne. ‘They are the natural co
of the ill-judged proceedings against Doctor Sacheverel

““But what will your majesty have done?” asked 8'
““You will not allow the lives and properties of your sut
sacrificed by a lawless mob?”

¢« Assuredly not, my lord,” replied the queen. ¢Le
and foot guards be instantly sent out to disperse them."

«Bat your majesty’s sacred person must not be left v
at this hour,” replied the earl.

«Have no fear for me, my lord,” said Anne. “F
be my guard. The mob will do me no injury, and I'v
myself to them without uneasiness. Disperse them
said, but let the task be executed with as little violer
sible.”

Sunderland then returned to the cock-pit, where h
lord chancellor, the Duke of Newcastle, and some other
After a brief consultation together, Captain Horsey, .
was summoned, and received instructions from the ea:
immediately, and quell the disturbances.

I have some scruple in obeying your lordship,” r¢
tain Horsey, ‘‘unless I am relieved. Belonging as
queen’s body-guard, I am responsible for any accide
happen to her majesty.”

‘It is the queen’s express wish that this should be «
cried the earl, hastily.

¢ That does not relieve me, my lord,” replied Hors
ciously; ‘“and I will not stir, unless I have your a
writing.”

““Here it is, then,” said the earl, sitting down, an
tracing a few lines on a sheet of paper, which he gave
tain. ‘¢ Are you now content?”

““Humph!” exclaimed Horsey, glancing at the or¢
does not specify whether I am to preach to the mob, or
mylord. IfI am to preach, Ishould wish to be acco
some better orator than myself. But ifI am to fight,
my vocation, and I will do my hest.”

€
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“Zounds, Sir,” cried the earl, impatiently, ‘if you are as
long in dispersing the mob, as you are in setting forth, you ’Il
give them time to destroy half the churches in London. About
the business quickly, Sir. Use discretion and judgment, and
forbear all violence, except in case of necessity.”

Thus exhorted, the captain left the room, and ordering his
men to mount, rode in search of the rioters.

As they galloped along the Sirand, information was given
them of the bonfire in Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields, and they shaped
their course in that direction, but on arriving there, they found
the fire nearly extinguished, and a pack of boys tossing about
the embers. At the approach of the soldiery, these ragamuffins
took to their heels, but some of them were speedily captured,
when intelligence was obtained that the mob, having pulled down
three or four other meeting-houses, had gone towards Blackfriars.

On learning this, the captain gave the word to proceed thither
at once, and putting spurs to their horses, the troop dashed
through Temple Bar, and so along Fleet-street. As they came in
sight of the little bridge which then crossed Fleet Ditch, a bright
flame suddenly sprung up, increasing each moment in volume
and brilliancy, and revealing, as they drew nearer, a great pile
of burning benches, pews, and other matters. Behind this pile
was ranged a mighty rabble rout, lining, to a considerable dis-
tance, both on the right and left, the opposite bank of the ditch.
The ruddy light of the fire glimmered on the arms of the rioters,
tnd showed the extent of their numbers. It was also reflected on
the black and inert waters of the stream at their féet, disclosing
here and there a lighter, or other bark, or falling upon the pictu-
resque outline of some old building.

In the centre of the bridge stood Purchase and Dammaree,
each with a drawn hanger in one hand, and a pistol in the other,
while mounted upon the balustrade, stood Frank Willis, waving
his standard triumphantly over their heads.

Meanwhile, the fire burnt so furiously, as apparently to pre-
vent all chance of the soldiers passing the bridge, and a loud
shout was set up by the rabble as Captain Horsey halted iniront

of it.



tone, * We are loyal subjects ourselves. We will fight
queen —for the High church and Doctor Sacheverell. No
— no dissenters!”

¢“Ay, Sacheverell for ever, and confusion to his e
responded the mob.

¢“Charge them, men,” cried Horsey, spurring his I
wards the fire, and endeavouring to force him through
the spirited animal swerved and reared, and despite his
efforts, dashed off in another direction.

With the exception of two or three, the whole tro
equally unsuccessful. Their horses refused to appr
flames; and a shower of brickbats, stones, and missiles i
the general disorder. As to the three men who did effect a
their horses were so scared and burnt as to be quite um
able, and the poor fellows were speedily dismounted 1
armed. Some dozen others, also, who tried to pass throu
Ditch, stuck fast in the mud, and were severely handle:
mob before they could be extricated.

Meantime, loud shouts of triumph were raised by the
and Purchase called upon them to heap more fue} on
which was done by throwing more benches and broken pe
ft. Some half dozen men then approached, bearing a p
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charge of carbines to be made over the heads of those on the
bridge, hoping to intimidate them. This was done, but pro-
duced no other result than derisive laughter, and a fresh shower
of stones, one of which hit the captain himself on the face.

‘While the soldiers were charging their carbines, a tall man,
in a serjeant’s uniform, accompanied by a stout coachman, in the
royal livery, forced their way up to Horsey.

‘“Beg pardon, captain,” said the serjeant, ‘but your object
is to capture those ringleaders, not to kill ’em, aintit?”

¢ Certainly, Serjeant Scales, certainly,” replied Horsey.

““Then, with your permission, I ’ll undertake the job,” re-
turned Scales. ¢*Come along, Proddy.”

And drawing his sword, he plunged into the flames, and was
followed by his companion.

Horsey looked on in curiosity to see what would be the result
of this daring act, and was surprised to see both men get through
the fire without material injury, though the coachman paused to
pluck off his wig, which was considerably singed.

““Ha! you are the scoundrel who thrust me from the Duchess
of Marlborough’s carriage this morning, ”’ cried Purchase, glancing
menacingly at Scales. ¢‘I am glad we have met again.”

<¢We have met not to part till I have secured you, villain,” re-
plied the serjeant. *“Yield!”

¢ Not without a blow or two,” rejoined Purchase, with a roar
of derision. ‘‘You have not got a host of troopers at your back
now.”

¢“He has more than one to manage,” cried Dammaree, bran-
dishing his sword in the serjeant’s face.

¢¢So much the better,” replied Scales.

And seizing oune by the back of the neck, and the other by the
collar, by a tremendous effort of strength, he dragged them both
through the fire, ar d delivered them, very much scorched, to the
guard.

Meantime, Proddy having contrived to clamber up the balus-
trade of the bridge, attacked Frank Willis, and tried to force the
ensign from his grasp. A fierce struggle ensued, on the onset of
which, the attention of the rabble had been chiefly oceuypied vy
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Scales, but several persons now rushed to the assistance of the
standard-bearer.

Unable to make a stand against so many, Proddy gave way,
and dropped into the ditch, but never having quitted his capture,
he dragged him along with him. The height from which the
coachman fell was not more than twelve or fourteen feet, and the
ooze into which he sunk was as soft as a feather-bed, so that he
ran much greater risk of being suffocated, than of breaking a limb.
In fact, he was just disappearing, when a bargeman contrived
to pull him out with a boat-hook, and his prisoner, to whom he
still clung with desperate tenacity, was consigned to the guard.

On seeing the fate of their leaders, the rioters began to exhibit
symptoms of wavering, and shortly afterwards, the detachment
of guards sent round by Holborn Bridge coming up, and attack-
ing them with the flat of their swords, the whole rout was dis-
persed without further resistance. Almost at the same time, the
fire was cleared away with forks, and the blazing fragments cast
into the ditch, so as to allow a clear passage for the rest of the
troop.

This accomplished, Captain Horsey inquired for the serjeant,
and, complimenting him on his bravery, thanked him for the
service he had rendered the queen. He would also have made
similar acknowledgments to Proddy, but the coachman had re-
tired to a neighbouring tavern, to free himself from his muddy
habiliments, and prevent any injurious consequences from the
immersion by a glass of brandy. Scales, however, undertook to
report to his friend the commendation hestowed upon him.

The prisoners were then conveyed to Newgate, as a placeof
the greatest security; after which Capuun Horsey and his troop
returned to Whitehall.
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CHAPTER VIIL

Of the sentence passed on Dr. Sacheverell ; and what followed it.
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and an address having been presented to the queen by the com-
mons, prayiog that effectual means might he taken to suppress
the tumults, and prevent their recurrence, a proclamation was
immediately made to that effect, and a reward offered for the dis-
covery of the authors and abettors of the late disturbances. In
consequence of these vigorous measures, Sacheverell was obliged
to abandon his trinmphal chariet, and content himself with a
chair, in which he was carried daily to Westminster Hall, very
much shorn of his attendants.

The trial having continued upwards of a week, and the coun~
sel for the defence having replied to the different articles of im-
peachment, Sacheverell pronounced the address prepared for him
by Atterbury, Smallridge, and Friend, under the advice and
with the revision of Harcourt and Phipps. Delivered with the ut-
most fervour, and with an air of entire conviction, this masterly
and eloguent speech produced a strong impression on most of its
hearers. Among them was the queen herself, who appeared much
moved byit. It mattered not that it was directly opposed on cer-
tain points to the doctrines laid down in the discourse on which
the prosecution was grounded; it mattered not that its assevera—
tions were audacious, and its appeals startling; that it was, in
short, little better than an artful recantation of the speaker’s for-
mer opinions; it answered the purpose admirably, and was de-
cisive of the issue of the trial. The research and learning dis-
played in it astonished the most critical, while its extraordinary
power and pathos electrified and enchained the inattentive. The
sterner position of the assemblage yielded it the tribute of their
applauses, the gentler that of their tears.

By the publication of this speech, which immediately followed
its delivery, the doctor’s popularity reached its apogee, and the
most confident anticipations of his honourable acquittal, or of a
sentence so lenient as to amount to acquittal, began to be enter-
tained. In any event, the high-church party conceived they had
triumphed, and their exultation knew no bounds. Dinners were
given at the principal taverns and coffee-houses frequented by the
Tories, and the guests sat long, and drank deeply, shouting
over the aoticipated downfal of the Whigs, snd conyrataiateg
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each other in enthusiastic terms on the brilliant figure cut by their
apostle. Not a few disturbances occurred that night in the streets
from the outrageous conduct of these revellers; but the peace-
breakers expressing their contrition, when sober, were very
lightly dealt with by the magistrates. Crowds, too, began tore-
assemble about the precincts of the Temple and Westminster Hall,
but as great decorum was observed by them, they were allowed to
disperse of their own accord.

Throughout this celebrated process a smgular unanimity of
opinion prevailed among the lower orders of the people. Toa
man, they espeused the cause of Sacheverell; stigmatized the
prosecution as unjust and inimical to the church; and denounced
its authors in no measured terms. As the trial drew to a close,
and the managers replied to the doctor’s defence, assailing him
with virulent abuse, the indignation of the populace was roused
to such a degree, that nothing but the precautions taken prevented
new riots, worse than those which had previously occurred.

But not only were the people deeply interested in the contro-
versy; it engrossed, from first to last, the attention of the upper
classes of society, to the exclusion of every other topic of conver-
sation; and the most feverish anxiety reigned throughout the
capital and the larger provincial towns. Public business was
altogether suspended, and the close of the trial was ardently
desired, as the sole means of allaying the general ferment of the
nation.

This did not occur till the 20th of March, when both houses
of parliament having taken their seats, the question was put to
the vote among the lords, and Sacheverell found guilty by a ms-
jority of seventeen. A plea in arrest of judgment was made for
the doctor, but this was overruled, and on the following day

. sentence was pronounced.

It was to the effect that Sacheverell should be suspended from
preaching for the term of three years, and that his sermon should
be burned before the Royal Exchange, by the common hangman,
in the presence of the lord mayor and the sheriffs.

Affording indubitable’ evidence of the weakness of the mi-
nisters, this mild sentence was received with every demonstration
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of satisfaction by their opponents, as well as by the populace ge-
nerally. The greatest rejoicings were made. Liquor was freely
distributed to the mob at certain taverns; and bands of high-
churchmen, with oak-leaves in their hats, paraded the streets,
chanting songs of thanksgiving for the liberation of their champion.

Bonfires were lighted at the corners of the streets, round
which crowds assembled to drink the docter’s health and happy
deliverance, from great barrels of strong ale given them by cer-
tain generous Tories. All who passed by were compelled to pledge
them. At night, most of the houses were illuminated, and
those who declined to follow the general example had their win-
dows broken by the drunken and uproarious mob. Attempts were
made in some quarters to disperse the crowds, and put out the
fires; but whether the train-bands were intimidated, or little de-
sirous of putting their orders into execution, certain it is, that
the licence of the populace remained unchecked, and crowds
continued to occupy the streets to a late hour. Some few strag-
glers, too much intoxicated to offer resistance, were seized, and
conveyed to the round-houses, but they were discharged next
morning with gentle reprimands for their inebriety.

In Pall Mall, nearly opposite Marlborough House, a large
bonfire was lighted, and around it some hundreds of persons were
collected. Plenty of liquor had been supplied them, and after
shouting for some time for Sacheverell and the Tories, they be-
gan to yell against the ministers, and prompted by some of Har-
ley’s myrmidons, who had mixed with them, gave three grodns
for the Duke of Marlborough, and one for the duchess.

At this juncture, and as if prepared for the event, two men
suddenly appeared carrying a sedan-chair. Their object being
explained, a passage was made for them by the crowd, and they
moved on till they reached the edge of the fire. The chair was
then opened, and ene of the men, who appeared to be a valet,
dressed in his master’s clothes, took forth a figure tricked-out in
an old black horse-hair perriwig, a tattered scarlet robe, and
a hideous mask. It had a paper collar round its neck, and a
white staff in its hand.

<t Here 's de lord-treasurer of Epgland, de Ear\ of Goda\geal™
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shouted the man, in a strong French accent, which was supposed
to be assumed.

Much laughter followed, and several voices cried, *‘Into the
fire with him! Into the fire with him!”

¢“Not yet,” replied the fellow; ¢vait till you see his compa-

-nion.”

¢ Here he is!” cried the other man at the sedan-chair — a tall,
scraggy personage, wrapped in a loose regimental great coat, and
having a nose and chin like a pair of nut-crackers — ¢‘Here he is!”
he repeated, holding up another figure, wearing an absurdly-
ferocious mask, a soiled military coat, alaced hat, and a pair of
huge jack boots.

¢ Dis is de commander-in-sheaf— de great Marlbrook?” con-
tinued the scraggy man, with the hooked nose, showing the
effigy to the spectators, who replied by shouts of laughter, mingled
with some expressions of disapprobation. ¢ Dese are de very
boots he wear at —”

Further speech was cut short by a great stir amid the crowd,
and a loud voice exclaimed, ‘‘It’salie! — an infernal lie! which
none but a Frenchman would utter.”

The next moment, Scales, followed by Proddy, rpshed for-
ward. Having seen what was going forward from the steps of
Marlborough House, they had determined, in spite of every risk,

" to stop such disgraceful proceedings.

As soon as the serjeant got up to the chair, he snatched the
figure from the grasp of the man who held it, and trampled i
beneath his feet.

‘‘Shame on you!” he cried, looking round. ¢‘Is it thus you
treat the defender of your country, and the conqueror of its ene-
mies? Is it thus You show honour to the victor of Blenheim and
Ramilies?”

“'Who are you that talk thus to us? demanded a by-stander.

““Who am I?” rejoined the serjeant. ‘‘One who has a right
to speak, because he has followed the duke in all his campaigns.
One who has bled with him, and would willingly bleed for him.
Ope who would rather have left his corpse on the field of
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Malplaquet than live to see his commander so grossly insulted by
these who are bound to honour and respect him.”

««If that don’t touch your hearts they must be harder than
stones,” cried Proddy, passing his hand before his eyes. ¢¢Are
you Englishmen, that you allow a couple of beggarly mounseers
to insult your great general in this way — to say nothin’ of his
friend the lord-treasurer? If you don’t blush for yourselves, I
blush for you.” '

¢“Mounseers!” exclaimed a by-stander. ¢ 'What, are these
two ill-looking rascals, mounseers?”

¢¢ As sure as I 'm her majesty’s coachman!” said Proddy.

¢<It’s Mr. Proddy himself!”’ cried several voices. ‘‘ We know
him very well.” '

¢«¢I wish you knew him better, and copied his manners,” re-
plied the coachman, *for then you ’d never act as you have done.
Look at these two tremblin’ cowards! Are they men to be allowed
to offer an insult to the Duke of Marlborough?”

¢“No—mno,” cried a hundred voices. *We didn’t know they
were mounseers. We ask your pardon, Mr. Proddy. We were
wrong — quite wrong.” .

«“Don’t ask my pardon,” rejoined Proddy; ‘‘ask the duke’s.
Show your sorrow by better conduct in future.”

«We will, we will,” replied those nearest him. ‘*What
shall we do to satisfy you?”

«¢ Give three cheers for the duke, and then read these rascals
alesson,” replied Proddy.

Three lusty cheers were then given, daring which the two
Frenchmen, almost frightened out of their senses at the change
wrought in the temper of the mob, endeavoured to escape.

«“Stop '’em!” roared the serjeant — ¢ stop ‘’em!”

“Ay, ay!— here they are, safe enough,” cried several of the
by-standers, arresting them. ’

Bimbelot and Sauvageon besoaght their captors to let them go,
but ineffectually.

¢« Epargnez moi, de grace,” roared Bimbelot, piteously; I
adore de great Marlbrook.” : .

Saint James's. . A9
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¢“Listen to his lingo,” cried a waterman. “We m
precious flats not to have found him out sooner.”

<1 am entirely of your opinion, friend,” replied Prod¢

‘““What shall we do with ’em?” cried a small-coa
«Throw 'em into the fire?”

¢“Or roast em alive?” cried a butcher.

‘“Cut ’em into mince-meat!” cried a baker. ]

““No, let’s hang’em!” yelled a tailor’s apprentice.

““Pitié! pour 'amour de Dieu! pitié¢!” cried Sauvagec

*Oh, mon cher sergent! — my dear Mr. Proddy! d
word for me,” implored Bimbelot.

But the coachman turned away in disgust.

«I'll tell you what to do with ’em,” said Scales to"
standers. ‘‘Make the valet put on this tatterdemalion
pointing to the duke’s effigy, ‘‘and make the corporal
t'other.”

Shouts of laughter followed this suggestion, and insta
parations were made to carry it into effect. The straw 1
were stripped of their covering, and the two Frenchmen,
clothes were torn from their backs, were compelled to pui
wretched habiliments of the dummies. The masks swel
clapped on their faces, and they looked more complete
crows than the effigies themselves. Bimbelot’s appearanc
sioned roars of laughter. The old jack-boots into which h
legs were plunged ascended to his hips; the coat covered h
a sack; and the hat thrust over his brows well nigh exting
him. Sauvageon looked scarcely less ridiculous. In this
they were hoisted upon the top of the sedan-chair, and exp
the jeers and hootings of the rabble, who, after pelting the
various missiles, threatened to throw them into the fire ; anc
have done so, no doubt, but for the interference of the s
and Proddy. In the end, crackers were tied to their tail
fired, after which they were allowed to run for their lives
amidst a shower of squibs and blazing embers, which were
at them, managed to escape.

Thus ended the trial of Doctor Sacheverell, which pay
way, ashad been foreseen by its projectors, for the dissolu

-
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the ministry. The Whigs never recovered the blow so successfully
aimed at their popularity; and though they struggled on for some
time, from this point their decline may be dated.

Six weeks after the termination of his trial, Doctor Sacheverell
commenced a progress through the country, and was everywhere
received with extraordinary rejoicing. At Oxford, he was magni-
ficently entertained by the heads of the colleges, and after re-
maining there during a fortnight, proceeded to Bunbury and War-
wick, where he was equally well received. But the greatest honour
shown him was at Bridgenorth. As he approached the town, he
was met by Mr, Creswell, a wealthy gentleman of the neighbour-
hood, attached to the Jacobite cause, at the head of an immense
cavalcade of horse and foot, amounting to many thousands, most
of whom wore white breast-knots edged with gold, and gilt laurel-
leaves in their hats. The roads were lined with people, and, to
add to the effect of the procession, the hedges were dressed with
flowers to the distance of two miles. The steeples were adorned
with flags and colours, and the bells rang out merrily. This was
the last scene of the doctor’s triumph.

' CHAPTER IX.
Showing how the Whig ministry was dissolved.

THR cabals of Harley, to effect the dissolution of the Whig
ministry, were at length crowned with success. Consternation
was carried into the cabinet by the sudden and unlooked-for ap-
pointment of the Duke of Somerset to the place of lord chamber-
lain, in the room of the Earl of Kent, who was induced to retire
by the offer of a dukedom; as well as by the removal of Sunder-
land, notwithstanding the efforts of his colleagues, and the Duchess
of Marlborough to keep him in his post; but the final blow was
given by the disgrace of Godolphin, whe, having parted with the
‘queen overnight, on apparently amicable terms, was confounded,
the next morning, by receiving a letter from her, intimating that

" he was dismissed from her service, and requiring him to break his
staff, in place of delivering it up to her. A retiring pension of
four thousand a-year was promised him at the same \roe , Wl
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was never paid; nor was it ever demanded by the high-r
treasurer, though he stood much in need of it.

The treasury was instantly put into commission, an
Poulet placed at its head, while Harley was invested with 1
powers of government. Proposals of a coalition were the:
to such Whig ministers as still remained in office, but th(
indignantly rejected, it being supposed that the Tories co
carry on the administration, inasmuch as they had not ti
fidence of the country. No alternative, therefore, was .
queen, but to dismiss the Whigs altogether, which was
and parliament dissolved.

The result of this latter step proved the justice of Harle
culations. Hitherto the junta had possessed entire control o
House of Commons, and they relied upon its support, to eml
the measures of the new ministers, and ultimately regain th
power. But the returns undeceived them, manifesting a va
ponderance in favour of the Tories in the new parliament.
tification and defeat had been everywhere experienced
‘Whigs. The recent impeachment was constantly thrown i
teeth: those who had voted for it were insulted and threate
the rabble; while the name of Sacheverell served as tige r.
word of their adversaries. The new parliament, therefore,
a Tory ministry out of the reach of danger.

Prior to the elections, the ministerial appointments wer
pleted. Mr. Saint-John was made secretary of state; the
of Ormond, lord-lieutenant of Ireland; the Earl of Rocl
president of the council; the Duke of Buckingham, lord-s!
of the household; and other promotions occurred, not nec
to be particularized. So constructed, the new cabinet comn
its'work; and, supported as it was by the queen, seemed t
out a reasonable prospect of stability. Energy and unanin
first marked its progress, and the fierce and unscrupulous
sition it encountered only added to its strength.

Disunions and jealousies, however, began ere long to a
it, inspiring the displaced party with a hope that the combii
which had proved fatal to them would be speedily disorganiz

Harley had not yet attained the goal of+his ambition ; and
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at the moment when he was about to put forth his handto grasp
the reward of his toils — the treasurer’s staff, two rivals stepped
forward, threatening to snatch it from him. These were, the
Earl of Rochester and Saint-John. Between Harley and Rochester
an old enmity had subsisted, which, though patched up for a
time, had latterly been revived in all its ardour. Conceiving him-
self entitled, from his long experience, his tried attachment to
the church, his relationship to the queen (he was her maternal
uncle), to the chief office of the government, Rochester put in
his claim for it, and Anne was too timid and indecisive to give him

‘a positive refusal. Saint-John, on the other hand, conscious of

his superior abilities, disdaining to be ruled, and master of the
Jacobite and movement sections of the Tory party, was deter-
mined no longer to hold a subordinate place in the cabinet, and
signified as much to Mrs. Masham, to whom he paid secret and
assiduous court. Thus opposed, Harley seemed in danger of
losing the prize for which he had laboured so hard, when an oc-
currence took place, which though at first apparently fraught with
imminent peril, in the end proved the means of accomplishing his
desires. To explain this, we must go back a short space in our
history. »

Oune night, about six months after Sacheverell’s trial, a man
suddenly darted out of Little Man’s coffee-house — a notorious
haunt of sharpers — with a drawn sword in his hand, and made
off at a furious pace towards Pall Mall. He was pursued by half-
a-dozen persons, armed like himself; but after chasing him as far
as the Haymarket, they lost sight of him, and turned back.

¢“Well, let him go,” said one of them; ¢ we know where to’
find him, if the major’s wounds prove mortal.”

- ¢“The major has won above five bundred pounds from him,”
observed another; ¢‘so if he has got hurt, he can afford to buy
plasters for his wounds.”

¢¢It has been diamond cut diamond throughout, but the major
has proved the sharper in more senses than one,” observed a
third, with a laugh; ‘‘but as the marquis has palmed, topped,
knapped, and slurred the dice himself, he eould not, in reason,
blame the major for using fulhams.”
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¢‘I shouldn’t care if the marquis could keep his temper,
a fourth; *‘but his sword is out whenever he loses, and the
+is not the first, by some score, that he has pinked.”

¢‘Defend me from the marquis!” said the first; < but
pose we have done with him now. He s regularly cleaned

““Yet he s so clever a fellow, that it wont surprise m
finds out a way to retrieve his fortunes,” said the third.

¢He "d sell himself to the devil to do it, I don’t doubt
marked the first; ‘‘but come! let’s go back to the major
must get him some assistance.”

The Marquis de Guiscard, who had retreated into a
street near the Haymarket, finding his pursuers gone,
from his place of concealment, and proceeded slowly home
His gaip was unsteady, as if from intoxication; but this w
the case, and he uttered ever and anon a deep oath, smiti
forehead with his clenched hand.

On reaching his residence, the door was opened by Bin
who started on beholding his wild and haggard looks. Sn:
a light from the terrified valet. Guiscard rushed up stai
entered a room, but presently returned to the landing, and
to Bimbelot, inaloud, angry voice,

¢ Where ’s your mistress, rascal? Is she not come hom

¢“No, monseigneur,” replied the valet, ‘‘she ’s gone
masquerade, and you are aware it is seldom over before ;
five o’clock in the morning.”

Uttering an angry ejaculation, the marquis returned
room, and flinging himself into a chair, buried his face
hands, and was for some time lost in the bitterest and mos!
ful reflection.

’ He then arose, and pacing to and fro, exclaimed — <“Dj
and ruin stare me in the face! What shall1do? — how
myself? Fool! madman that I was, to risk all I had agaii
foul play of those sharpers. They have fleeced me of every
and to-morrow, my house, and all within it, will be seized
merciless Jew, Solomons, who has hunted me down like 2
of prey. The discontinuance of my pension of a hundred duc:
amonth from the States-General of Holland — the disban¢
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mt, and the consequent loss of my pay — the extrava-
the woman I was fool enough to marry for the bribe of a
pounds from Harley, thrice which amount she has since
1e failure of my schemes — the death of my stanch friend
: de Briangon — all these calamities have reduced me to
1it, that I was weak enough — mad enough — to place
fortune on one last stake. And mow I have lost it! —
sharper! But if he has robbed me, he will scarce live
1@ spoil.”
vith a strange savage laugh he sat down, and relapsed
ce. But his thoughts were too maddening to allow him
long tranquil.
iething must be done!” he cried, getting up, dis-
‘““but what — what? To-morrow, the wreck of my
will be seized, and I shall be thrown into prison by So-
But I can fly — the night is before me. To fly, I must
means of flight — and’ how procure them? Is there
ere I can carry off — my pictures are gone — my plate —
luables — except — ha! the jewels Angelica brought
t-John! — They are left — they will save me. The neck-
3 cost three hundred pounds; but supposing it fetches a
he sum, I can contrive to exist upon it till something
Money is to be had from France. Ha! ha! Iam not
st. I shall retire for a time, only to appear again with
dour.”
f these thoughts he proceeded to a small cabinet standing
bed, and opening it, took out a case, which he unfas-
t was empty. .
jewels are gone ! — she hasrobbed me!” he exclaimed.
n seize her! My last hope is anuihilated ! ”
ported with fury and despair, he lost all command of
and taking down a pistol, which hung near the bed, he
his temples, and was about to pull the trigger, when
, who had been on the watch for some minutes, rushed
and entreated him to stay his hand.
ow that you are ruined, monseigneur,” cried the valet;
ill not mend the matter to kill yourself.”
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“Fool!” exclaimed the marquis, furiously — ¢‘but for your
stupid interference all my troubles would have been over by this
time. What should I live for?”

<¢In the hope of better days,” returned Bimbelot. “‘Fortune
may cease frowning upon you, and put-on her former smiles.”

““No — no, the jade has deserted me for ever,” cried the
marquis. ““Ishall not struggle longer. Iam sick of life! Leave
me.”

¢ Only postpone your resolution till to-morrow, moaseigneur,
and I ’m persuaded you will think better of it,” urged Bimbelot;
“if not, the same remedy is at hand.”

“Well,” replied Guiscard, putting down the pistol, *Iwill
wait till to-morrow, if only to settle accounts with my faithless
wife.”

«<Better leave her to settle them herself,” replied Bimbelot.
«<If monseigneur would be advised by me, he would quit this
house for a short time, and live in retirement, till means canbe
devised of pacifying his creditors.”

¢“You awaken new hope within my breast, my faithful fellow,”
replied Guiscard ; ‘I will go this very morning hefore any one is
astir, and you shall accompany me.”

‘I wont desert you, monseigneur,” replied Bimbelot; ¢ but
there ’s no fear of disturbing the household, for all the servants
are gone.”

*“Gone!"” exclaimed Guiscard.

‘‘Yes, monseigneur,” replied Bimbelot; *‘like rats, I sup-
pose, they smelt a falling house. They all quitted this evening,
and I fancy, not empty-handed. Mrs. Charlotte, after attiring
her lady for the masquerade, dressed herself, packed up her
things, and drove off with them in a coach.”

‘A curse go with her!” cried the marquis.

‘I alone have remained behind, because,” whimpered the
bypocritical valet — ¢ because, my dear and noble master, I
would not desert you in your extremity.”

*“You shall not regret your fidelity, if brighter days shine
upon me, Bimbelot,” replied Guiscard, touched by his devotion.

“Thete is one way in which you can readily repair your for-
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tane, monseigneur,” replied Bimbelot. ¢‘Being on the spot,
you can exercise a vigilant espionage over the English court.
Oar monarch, the great Louis, will pay well for any secrets of
importance.”

¢The secrets may be obtained,” replied Guiscard, ‘but to
convey them is the difficulty. Everything is easy with money at
command, hut without it —

¢« Monseigneur was not wont to shrink before difficulties,” said
Bimbelot.

¢“Nor do I shrink now,” replied the marquis. ‘I will take
any means, however desperate, to repair my fortunes. To-
morrow, I will make an appeal to Harley and Saint-John to assist
me in my emergency, and if they refuse me, I will frighten them
into compliance.”

¢«¢Spoken like yourself, monseigneur,” replied the valet.

<«¢T shall try to get a few hours’ repose,” replied the marquis,
throwing himself upon the bed; ““and I will then seek a hiding-
place with you. Call me at daybreak.”

¢“Without fail, monseigneur,” replied the valet, *If Madame
la Maréchale should chance to return, what is to be done with
her ?”

<< It will be time enough to think of her when she arrives,” said
Guiscard, drowsily. ¢ Show her to her room.”

¢ Monseigneur will use no violence?” supplicated the valet.

¢« Fear nothing,” replied Guiscard; ‘‘and now leave me. I
shall be calmer when I have had a little sleep.”

On going down stairs, Bimbelot repaired to a back room, in
which Sauvageon was comfortably seated, with a bottle of claret
before him.

I was just in time,” observed the valet; ¢‘he was going out -
of the world in a desperate hurry, and that wouldn’t suit our
purpose.”

*“Not in the least,” replied Sauvageon, emptying his glass.
““What ’s he about now?”

¢« Taking a little repose,” returned Bimbelot, ¢ prior to quit~

“ling the house. Ithrew out a hint ahout renewing s cotte-
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spondence with the French court, and he snapped greedily at the
bait.”

“Ha! ha!” laughed Sauvageon. ‘‘We shall have him,
then.”

s“Safe enough,” replied Bimbelot. ¢ The reward promised
us by Mr. Harley for the discovery of his secret practices, will
not be lost. 'We shall be able to bring them home to him ere
long.”

As the words were uttered, aloud knocking was heard at the
outer door.

¢ Sarpedieu!” exclaimed Bimbelot, “Madame la Maréchale
has returned before her time. This is unlucky.”

So saying, he hurried to the door, and finding it was the
marchioness, ushered her in with as much respect as if nothing
had happened, and lighted her up stairs, taking the precaution,
however, to desire the porters to wait. Entering a chamber at
the head of the stairs, Angelica threw down her mask, and di-
vesting herself of a pink silk domino, disclosed a magnificent
dress of white brocade. On her head she wore a fancy Spanish
hat, looped with diamonds, and adorned with ostrich feathers.
She was considerably fatter than before, and her features were
coarser, but she still looked excessively handsome.

¢Send Charlotte to me,” she cried, sinkionginto a chair.

¢ Mrs. Charlotte is not returned, Madame,” replied Bimbelot.

““Not returned!” exclaimed Angelica. ‘“How dared she go
out without leave. I shall discharge her in the morning. Send
Dawson, then.”

¢« Mrs. Dawson is gone out too,” replied Bimbelot. ¢¢In fact,
all the women have gone out; but I shall be very happy to assist
Madame, ifI can be of any service.”

"+ ‘“Assist me!” cried Angelica, starting up. ‘“‘Marry come
up! here ’s assurance with a vengeance. A valet offer to be 8
Jady’s maid! Leave the room instantly, fellow. I shall acquaint
the marquis with your presumption.”

“Le voici, Madame,” replied Bimbelot, grinning malig-
nantly. And he retired, to make way for Guiscard, who entered
the room at the moment.
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¢“What s the meaning of this, marquis?” cried Angelica.
‘“Have you been discharging the servants?”

““They have discharged themselves,” replied Guiscard, coldly.
“Having discovered that I am a ruined man — that nothing more
is to be got from me — they have taken themselves off.”

¢“Ruined! oh, gracious!” cried Angellca. ““Give me the
salts, or I shall faint.”

“No you wont,” he replied, drily. “Now listen to me.
Our ruin may be averted for a time, perhaps altogether, by the
sale of the jewels you brought with you when I took you from
Saint-John. Let me have them — quick!”

¢J can’t give them to you,” sobbed Angelica.

¢“Why not?” demanded Guiscard, fiercely.

<¢Because — because I ’ve pledged them to Mr. Solomons, the
Jew, for a hundred pounds,” she answered.

<“Not a tithe of what they 're worth,” cried Guiscard, gnash-
ing his teeth, <‘but it matters not, since they ‘re gone. Have
you any other trinkets left?”

¢¢ Nothing but this diamond buckle, and I shan’t part with it,”
replied Angelica.

“You wont?” cried the marquis.

““Iwont,” she answered, firmly.

¢“We ’ll see that,” he replied, snatching the hat from her,
and tearing out the buckle.

I am glad you ’ve done it, marquis,” said Angelica. ‘Your
brutality justifies me in leaving you.”

“Don’t trouble yourself to find an excuse for going, 1 pray,
Madame,” said the marquis, bitterly. ‘It is sufficient that I
am ruined. I neither expected you to remain with me, nor de-
sired it. Ihave no doubt you will find some one ready to receive
you ”

*That ’s my concern, marqms, > she rejoined. ‘‘Provided
I don’t trouble you, you need not inquire where I go.”

¢‘Undoubtedly not,” said Guiscard, bowing. *‘We part,
then, for ever. And remember, in case you should feel inclined
for another union, that a Fleet marriage is as easily dissolved as
contracted.”
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<Y shan’t forgetit,” she replied; ¢‘but I 've had enough of
marriage for the present. And now, good night, marquis. I
shall be gone before you are up to-morrow morning. I would go
now, but—"

«“Madame la Maréchale’s chair still waits,” said Bimbelot,
entering the room.

‘“How purely fortunate!” exclaimed Angelica. ‘‘In that
case I shall go at once. Tell the men to take me to Mr. Solomons’
in Threadneedle-street. It ’s a long distance; but they will be
well paid.”

‘“ Give my compliments to Mr. Solomons, Madame,” said the
marquis, with a sneer; *‘and tell him that as he has become pos-
sessed of all my valuables— yourself the chief of them —1I hope he
will show me more consideration than he has done.”

¢“With great pleasure,” replied Angelica. ‘‘Adieu, mar-
quis!” And she tripped down stairs, followed by Bimbelot.

CHAPTER X.
Of the Marquis de Guiscard’s atlempt to assassinate Harley.

AN hour before daybreak, a coach was brought by Bimbelot,
into which such things were put as the marquis thought fit te re-
move. He’ then drove to the Red Lion, in Wardour Street, a
small tavern, where he hoped to remain unmolested. That same
day at the hazard of arrest, he attended Mr. Harley’s levée, but
was refused admittance, and exasperated at the affront, he re-
turned to the inn, and wrote a long letter to the minister,
threatening, if assistance were not given him, to reveal all that
had passed between them to the Dachess of Marlborough.

On' the following morning, he waited upon Mr. Saint-John,
with whom he had better success. He was kindly received by the
secretary, who seemed much touched by the account he gave of
his circumstances, and blaming Harley for his indifference, pro-
mised to represent Guiscard’s condition to the queen. Saint-Johe
was as good as his word, and spoke so warmly in the marquis’s
favour, that her majesty graciously ordered a pension of five

hundred a-year to be granted him. This order being notified to
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the commissioners of treasury, Harley struck off a hundred a-year
from the grant, alleging, in excuse, that the funds of the ex-
chequer were exhausted. For this ill turn, as he conceived it,
Guiscard vowed revenge, and sought to obtain an audience of the
queen, for the purpose of making disclosures to her, but was
unable to effect his object.

Some degree of credit being restored to him, he again ventured
forth publicly; took lodgings in Rider-street; and began to fre-
quent the coffee-houses as before. He still played, but with
greater caution than heretofore, and often came off a winner of
small sums. Thus encouraged, he proceeded to greater lengths,
and in one night was once more beggared by a run of ill luck. In
this desperate extremity, he had recourse to Saint-John, whe,
moved to compassion by his tale, and having, moreover, aliking
for loose characters, gave him out of his own purse a sum sufficient
for his immediate necessities, recommending him caution in the -
use of it; but so far from acling up to the advice, the marquis on
that very day, as if drawn irresistibly to destruction, lost it all to
the faro table. ‘

Shame having by this time utterly forsaken him, he again
applied to Saint-John, but met with a peremptory refusal, and
ever after this the secretary was denied to him. Driven to the most
desperate straits, he now subsisted on such small sums as he could
borrow—for he had anticipated the first instalment of his pension,
and was frequently reduced to positive want. He lodged in Mag-
got's-court, an obscure passage leading out of Little Swallow-
street, where he occupied a single room, miserably furnished.
He still continued, however, to keep up a decent exterior, and
daily hanated the purlieus of the palace, iz the hope of picking up
information.

Bimbelot had long since quitted his service, but frequently
visited him, under the plea of offering him assistance, though in
reality to aseertain whether he was carrying on a correspondence
with France. While freely confessing that he was so engaged,
the marquis was too cautious to admit Bimbelot into his plans,
until, one day, the latter found him in the act of sealing a packet,
when, as if unable to constrain himself, he broke forth thws —
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“Ere many days, Bimbelot, you will see the whole of this
capital — nay, the whole of this country convulsed. A great blow
will be struck, and mine will be the hand to strike it!”

¢“What mean you, monseigneur?”’ said the valet, trembling
with eager curiosity.

I have just written to the Court of France,” pursued Guis-
card, with increasing excitement, ¢ that a coup-d’'état may be ex-
pected, which will cause a wonderful alteration in the affairs of
this country; and I have added that this is the most favourable
conjuncture for the prince, whom they here wrongfully style the
Pretender, to make a descent upon England, where he will find
great numbers disposed to join him, and amongst the rest, three
parts of the clergy.”

¢“But the blow you mean to strike—the blow, monseigneuar?”
demanded the valet.

““Will be aimed at the highest person in the realm,” replied
Guiscard, smlhng savagely. ‘‘The prince will find the throne
vacant!”

¢“Ha! — indeed,” ejaculated Bimbelot, with a look of irre-
pressible horror.

““Yillain!” cried Guiscard, seizing him by the throat. “I
have trusted you too far. Swear never to bhetray a word I have
uttered , or you are a dead man!”

i | swear it!” replied Bimbelot. ¢‘I have no intention of be—
traying you.”

Reassured by the valet’s manner, Guiscard released him, and
as soon as he could venture to do so with safety, Bimbelot quitted
the house. He did not, however, go far, but entered an adjoining
tavern, whence he could play the spy on the marquis’s movements.
Shortly afterwards, Guiscard came forth, and was followed by
Bimbelot, but at such a distance as not to attract his notice.

Shaping his course to Golden-square, the marquis stopped at
the Earl of Portmore’s residence, and delivered a packet to one
of the servants. As soon as the coast was clear, Bimbelot came
up, and learnt that the packet was addressed to the Earl of Port-
more, (thea commander-in-chief in Portugal,) and was to be

forwarded to his lordship, with his other letters, by his wife, the
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Countess of Dorchester. Somewhat puzzled by the information,
Bimbelot resolved to lay it before Harley, and he accordingly pro-
ceeded to Saint James’s-square for that purpose. He was quickly
admitted to an audience, and the intelligence appeared so im-
portant that a queen’s messenger was instantly despatched for the
packet, and in a short time returned with it.

On breaking the cover, its contents proved to be aletter ad-
dressed to a merchant at Lisbon, and within that was another
cover, directed to M. Moreau, a banker in Paris, which being
unsealed, the whole of the marquis’s atrocious projects were de-
veloped.

Having perused these documents, Harley ordered Bimbelot to
be detained, and repaired to Mr. Saint-John, by whom a warrant
was issued for the marquis’s arrest.

Three queen’s messengers were then sent in search of the
offender. By good fortune they found him in Saint James’s Park,
and before he could offer any resistange, secured and disarmed
him. The marquis besought them to Ell him on the spot, but,
turning a deaf ear to his entreaties, they conveyed him to the
Cock Pit, where he was placedin a room adjoining Mr. Saint-
John’s office. His clothes were then carefully searched, and
everything taken from him; but the scrutiny was scarcely con-
cluded, when he contrived, unperceived, to possess himself of a
pen-knife which chanced to be lying on a desk near him, and to
slip it into his sleeve. Possessed of this weapon all his' audacity
and confidence returned to him, and he awaited his approaching
examination with apparent unconcern.

 Meanwhile, the news of Guiscard’s capture was conveyed to
Harley, and shortly afterwards, a privy council, consisting of
himself, Mr. Saint-John, Sir Simon Harcourt, the Earl of Ro-
chester, the Dukes of Newcastle, Ormond, and Queensbury,
together with Lords Dartmouth and Poulet, assembled in the
secretary’s room at the Cock Pit. The chamber in which the
meeting was held was plainly furnished, contaning merely a large
table covered with green cloth, round which a number of chairs
were set, and a small side-table for the under-secretaries. The
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sole ornament of its walls was a full length portrait of the queen by
Kueller.

Saint-John officiated as chairman. After a brief conference
among the council, the prisoner was introduced. He looked
pale as death, but maintained a stern and composed demeanour,
and glanced haughtily and menacingly at 8aint-John and Harley.

I am surprised and sorry to see you in this position, mar-
quis,” observed the latter.

‘“You may be sorry, but can scarely be surprised, Sir,” re-
joined Guiscard.

‘“How so?” demanded the other, sharply. ‘Do you mean
to infer —"

I infer nothing,
tion proceed.”

““You are brought here, prisoner, charged with treason and
leze majesté of the highest class,” said Saint-John.

By whom am I thus charged?” asked Guiscard, impatiently.

““No matter by whopn,” rejoined the secretary. ¢¢You are
accused of holding secret and treasonable correspondence with the
court of France. How do you answer?”

«J deny it,” replied Guiscard, boldly.

‘The next allegation against you, prisoner, is one of the
blackest dye,” pursued Saint-John: ‘‘you are charged with
threatening to take the life of our sovereign lady the queen to
whom you, though a foreigner, are bound by the strongest ties
of gratitude, for many favours conferred upon you.”

¢ Heaven forbid I should be capable of harbouring a thought
against her majesty!” cried the marquis, fervently. ¢ should
tndeed be a monster of ingratitude.” .

At this asseveration, there was an irrepressible murmur of
indignation among the council.

“I know the miscreant who has thus falsely accused me,”
continued Guiscard. - ‘‘He is a man who served me as valet —2
man of infamous and unscrupulous character — and he has forged
this story to obtain a reward from Mr. Hasley.”

‘‘Let it pass for the present,” rejoined Saint-John. I would
oow ask if you have apy a¢quaintance with M. Moreau, a baoker,

interrupted Guiscard; ¢‘let the examinas-

{
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at Paris? and if you have held any communication with him
lately?”

At the mention of his name, in spite of himself, Guiscard
trembled.

‘I used to know such a person,” he replied; ‘‘but I have had
no correspondence with him for many years.”

“That is false!” replied Harley, producing the packet.
¢ Here are your letters to him, in which you make the most dia-
bolical proposals to the French government.”

At the sight of the packet, aterrible change came over Guis-
card. His limbs shook, and the damps gathered thickly on his
brow.

<<It is useless to brave it out further, wretched man!” said
Harley; ¢ as some slight atonement of your offence, I recommend
you to make a full confession.”

‘I will confess, Mr. Harley,” replied Guiscard, ‘‘and I may
say more than you may care to have told. I begto have a word in
private with Mr. Saiot-John.”

¢ That is impossible,” rejoined the secretary. *‘You are here
before the council as a criminal, and if you have anything to ad-
vance, it must be uttered before us all.”

“«“What I bave to say is important to the state,” urged Guis-
card; ““butI will not utter it, except to yourself. You may make
what use you please of it afterwards.”

¢Jt cannot be,” replied Saint-John. ¢‘The request is un-
usual, and cannot be granted.”

¢ You will repent your non-compliance with my wmhes, Mr.
Saint-John,” said Guiscard.

«This pertinacity is intolerable,” cried Saint-John, rismg.
“Let the messengers remove the prisoner,” he added to one of
the under-secretaries.

¢« A moment — only one moment,” said Guiscard, approach-~
ing Harley, who had taken the seat just quitted by Saint-John.
*“You will intercede with her majesty to spare my life, Mr. Harley.
You were once my friend.”

¢<I can hold out litue hope for you, pnsoner, replied Harley,

Saint James's. €N
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sternly. ¢ The safety of the state requires that erimes
magnitude as yours should not go unpunished.”

‘“ Where are the messengers?” cried 8aint-John, imp

¢“Will you not endeavour to prove my innocence, Mr. B
said Guiscard, drawing close to him.

‘“How can I, with such damning evidences as thes
me?” cried Harley, pointing to the letters. * Stand back

¢« Can nothing move you?” repeatedGuiscard.

““Nothing!"” replied Harley. .

‘“Then have at thee, thou blacker traitor than n
thundered Guiscard.

And plucking the penknife suddenly from his sle
plunged it into Harley’s breast. The blade coming in cont
the bone, snapped near the handle; but unconscious of (
dent, Guiscard repeated the blow with greater violence
fore, exclaiming — *‘ This to thy heart, perfidious villai

The suddenness of the action for a moment paraly
others. But recovering themselves, they sprang to Har
sistance. Saint-John was the. first to attack the assass
passed his sword twice through his body, but though (
received other wounds from the Duke of Newcastle , whc
seated at the lower end of the table, leapt upon it, and th
his way to the scene of action, as well as from Lord Da1
he 'did not fall. - Some of the council nearest the marquis
much alarmed by his infuriated appearance, that, fearing |
turn his rage upon them, they sought to protect themsel
chairs. Others shouted for help, while the Earl of Poul
loudly to Saint-John and Neweastle not to kill the assass
was most important to the ends of justice that his life s!
preserved.

Amid this confusion the messengers and door-keeper
in, and threw themselves upon Guiscard, who, wound:
was, defended himself with surprising vigour, and some
elapsed before they could overpower him. In-the strt
received many severe bruises, one of which chancing in tI
subsequently occasioned his death. While lying on the

. apd while the messengers were in the act of binding |
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addressed the Duke of Ormond, who stood near him, *‘Is Harley
dead? I'thoughtI heard him fall.”
¢*“No, villain; he lives to balk your vindictive purpose,” re-
plied the duke. .
Guiscard gnashed his teeth in impotent rage. ¢‘I pray your
- grace dispatch me!” he groaned.

¢ That is the executioner’s business, not mine,’
duke, turning away.!

Nothmg could exceed the calmness and composure exhibited
by Harley on this trying occasion. Uncertain whether he had re-
ceived a mortal wound, he held a handkerchief to his breast to
stanch the blood, patiently awaiting the arrival of a surgeon, and
conversing tranquilly with his friends, who crowded round him,
expressing the most earnest solicitude for his safety.

And well might he be content, though he knew not then why.
That blow made him lord treasurer and Earl of Oxford.
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CHAPTER XI.

Wherein Harley attains the highest point of his ambition; and the
Marquis de Guiscard is disposed of.

SHORTLY afterwards, Mr. Bussiére, an eminent surgeon, re-
siding near Saint James's Park, arrived, and while examining the
extent of injury sustained by the sufferer, the penknife-blade fell
from the waistcoat into his hand. Seeing this, Harley took it
- from him, observing, with a smile, that it belonged to him, and
requesting that the handle of the knife might be preserved. He
then demanded of the surgeon, whether his hurts were likely to
prove mortal? ‘“If you think so,” he said, ‘‘do not hide your
fears from me. I profess no idle disregard of death, but there
are some family affairs which it is necessary I should arrange be-
fore I am driven to extremity.”

‘I am not apprehensive of any serious consequences, Sir,’
+ replied Bussiére; ‘‘but as a slight fever will probably ensue, it
may be well not to allow anything to disturb your mind. If you
have any arrangemeats, therefore, to make, I would recommend

you not to postpone them."”
m -
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‘I understand you, Sir,” returned Harley, ‘‘and will n
neglect the caution.”

His wounds were then probed and dressed. He bore the op
ration, which was neeessarily painful with great fortitude, n
once uttering a groan, and jestingly remarking, as the incisi
was enlarged, that the surgeon’s knife was sharper than Guiscard
The dressing completed, Bussiére declared that there was nott
least danger, and that he would be answerable for his patien
speedy and perfect cure — an announcement which was heard wi
the liveliest satisfaction by every one present except the assassi
who, as he lay bound in a corner, gave vent to his disappointme
in a deep execration. This drew Harley’s attention to him, a
he begged Bussiére to examine his wounds.

s¢Better let me die,” cried Guiscard; ¢ for if I recoverI w
make such revelations as shall for ever blast your credit.”

¢*“Ungrateful dog!” exclaimed Saint-John; ¢¢actuated, asy
evidently are, by vindictive motives, any statement you may ma
will be disregarded.”

“You yourself are equally guilty with Harley, Saint-John
rejoined Guiscard. ¢‘I denounce you both as traitors te yo
country and your queen, and I desire to have my words writt
down, that I may subscribe them before I die.”

¢«Tt is useless,” cried the Duke of Ormond. ¢‘No one %
believe the accusation of an assassin.”

““You are all in league together,” cried Guiscard. ‘If y
will not listen to me, let a priest be sent for. I will make my co
fession to him.”

< Better let the villain speak,” remarked the Earl of Rochesk
who, it may be remembered, was Harley’s opponent, ‘‘oritm

. be said hereafter that his charges were stifled.” .
. I perfectly agree with you, my lord,” said Harley. “I
one of the secretaries take dowu his declaration.”

“Do not trouble yourself further,” interposed Bussiére. “Ai
excitement will retard your recovery, and may possibly endang
your safety.”

““Be advised, Harley,” urged Saint-John.

*No,” replied the other; * I will stay to hear him. Iamw
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enough now. Say on, prisoner. What have you to allege against
me?”’;

Guiscard made no reply.

‘““Why do you not speak, villain?” demanded the Earl of
Rochester.

¢“He cannot, my lord,” replied Bussiére; ‘‘he has fainted.
Some time must elapse before he can be brought round, and then
I doubt whether he will be able to talk coherently.”

¢1f such is your opinion, Sir, ilfis useless to remain here
longer,” rejoined Harley. ‘¢Saint-John, will you acquaint ber
majesty with the attempt made upon my life, and assure her,
that, so far from repining at the mischance, I rejoice in the op-
portunity it affords me of testifying my fidelity? Had I not been
true to the queen, her enemies would not assail me thus.”

«X.will faithfully deliver your messhge,” replied Saint-John;
*“and I am sure the queen will be as sensible of your devotion as
we are of your courage.”

‘With this, Harley, assisted by Bussiére and the Duke of Or-
mond, entered the sedan chair which had been brought into the
room, and was conveyed in it to his own residence.

Bussiére next turned his attention to the prisoner, and after
dressing his wounds, which were numerous and severe, a litter
was brought, in which he was transported to Newgate,, under the
care of two messengers, who had orders to watch him narrowly,
lest he should attempt his life.

In compliance with Harley's request, Saint-John hastened to
the queen to inform her of the disastrous occurrence. She was
much shocked by the intelligence, as well as touched by Harley’s
message, and expressed the most earnest hopes for his recovery,
that she might have opportunity of proving her sense of his de-
votion. Next day, addresses were made by both houses of par-
liament, expressive of their concern at the ‘* barbarous and villa-
nous attempt” made upon Mr. Harley’s person, and beseeching
her majesty to give directions for the removal of all papists from
the ‘cities of London and Westminster. An act was afterwards
passed, making it felony, without benefit of clergy, to attemut
the life of a privy-councillor.
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For nearly a week Harley continued in a precarious state, owing
o the sloughing of his wound, and more than a month elapsed
refore his perfect recovery was established. His first step wasto
vait upon the queen at Saint James'’s, to offer thanks for her
requent inquiries after him.

‘‘Heaven be praised!” exclaimed Anne, ¢ that the malice of
ur enemies — for your enemies are mine— has been disappointed.

shall take care to let them see that each demonstration of their
iatred only calls forth fresh favours from me.”

On Harley’s first appearance in the House of Commons, con-
sratulations on his escape were offered him by the Speaker, to
vhich Harley replied with much emotion: — ¢¢The honour done
ne by this house so far exceeds my deserts, that all I can do.or
uffer for the public during the whole course of my life, will still
eave me in debt to your goodness. Whenever I place my hand
1pon my breast, it will put me in mind of the thanks due to God;
f my duty to the queen; and of the debt of gratitude and servicel
nust always owe to this honourable house.”

Harley’s return to business was signalized by the introduction
'f a grand project which he had long entertained for paying off the
1ational debts and deficiencies, by allowing the proprietors of such
lebts six per cent. interest, and granting them the monopoly of
he trade to the South Sea; a scheme which afterwards gave rise to
he establishment of the South Sea Company. This scheme,
hough little better than a bubble, as it eventually proved, was
1dmirably adapted to the speculative spirit of the age, and met
vith a most enthusiastic reception. The bill was instantly carried,
ind a new mine of wealth was supposed to be opened. Most op-
rortunely for Harley, just at this juncture, while his popularity
vas at its zenith, hisrival, the Earl of Rochester, died suddenly;
nd the queen having no longer any check upon her impulses, at
nce yielded to them; and having first created Harley Earl of O~
ord and Mortimer, on the anniversary of the restoration of het
incle, Charles the Second, to the kingdom, placed the treasurer’s
taff in his hands.

Thus Harley’s ambitious designs were at length crowned with
uccess.
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Brought to Newgate, Guiscard was taken to an underground
cell on the Common Side of the gaol, the dismal appearance of
-which struck him with so much horror, that he implored his atten-
dants to let him have another chamber; and absolutely refused to
lie down upon the loathsome bed allotted to him. His condition
was supposed to, be so dangerous, that force was not resorted to;
and he was allowed to lie on a bench until the following morning,
when the surgeon visited him, and found him in so alarming a
state, that he instantly caused him to be removed to an airy apart-
ment in the Master’s Side. Here his attire was taken off, when
another wound was discovered in the back, which, from want of
attention, had already assumed a very dangerous appearance. As
soon as it was dressed, he was put to bed; but his sufferings were
too great to allow him to obtain any repose. About the middle of
the day, the door was opened by the turnkey, who informed
Guiscard that his wife desired to see him, and the next moment
Angelica was ushered in.

¢“What brings you here, Madam?” demanded Guiscard,
fiercely.

<1 have come to see you — to know whether I can be of use
to you — to implore your forgiveness,” she replied, in trembling
accents.

¢<¢Then you have come on an idle errand,” he rejoined. ¢ Be-
gone! and take my curse with you!” ’

<¢Oh, pityme!” she cried, still lingering — **pity! and for-
give me!”

<¢Forgive you!” echoed Guiscard. *‘But for you, I should
not be what I am! — But for you, Ishould now be the inmate of a
magnificent mansion, reposing on a downy couch, full of hope
and health, instead of lying here on this wretched bed, and in this
narrow chamber — a felon — only to go hence to the gallows! Off
with you, accursed woman! your presence stifles me. May your
end be like mine — may you die in an hospital, shunned by all —
a leprous, loathsome mass!”

<*Horrible!” shrieked Angelica. ¢Oh, let me out! letfme
out!”

As the door was opened for her by the turnkey, another perenn
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was introduced. It was Bimbelot, who could not repre:
cariosity to behold his victim.

““Ah, Monseigneur! ah! my dear master! do I behol
in this deplorable condition!” whimpered the hypocritical v

“Ha!” exclaimed Guiscard, starting bolt upright in be¢
glaring at the valet with so fierce an expression that the
retreated towards the door. ¢‘Are you come here to deri
migery?”

¢¢On the contrary, Monseigneur,” replied Bimbelot, trem
*‘Iam come to offer my services. I deplore your situatior
will do anything in my power to relieve it.”

‘“Get hanged, then, at the same tree as myself,” rejoin
marquis, savagely. )

“X am sorry I cannot afford you that satisfaction,
seigneur,” replied Bimbelot; ¢‘but there is no need to t
hanging at all. Iam the bearer of good news to you. Hern
offers you a pardon, if you will make a full confession.”

““Ah, villain! you are at your damnable practices aj
cried Guiscard. ‘‘You think to delude me further. Buty
mistaken.”

“No, Monseigneur, I am your friend,” replied the val

¢“Well, I will trust you once more,” said Guiscard, chi
his tone; ‘I have something to say to you. Come near that
whisper in your ear.”

‘“You may place perfect reliance on me,” replied Bin
winking at the turnkey, as he advanced towards the prisone

But as he came within reach, Guiscard caught him ]
throat, dragged him upon the bed, and would have strangle
if the turnkey had not flown to the poor wretch's assistance
he was dragged out of the cell, more dead than alive, them
gave vent to aloud, demoniacal laugh.

But the exertion proved fatal to him. Ere long, he b
delirious, uttered the most frightful blasphemies and imprec:
and evinced his terror of the ignominious death which he f
awaited him, by clasping his ‘hands round his throat, a
protect himself from the hangman. An attempt was mad
in the day, when he became calmer, to obtain a confessior
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him; but he was so oppressed by an extravasation of blood,
which filled part of the cavity of the chest, that he was unable
to speak, and indeed could scarcely breathe. His wounds had
now become excessively painful, and some operations were per-
formed hy the surgeons for his relief. In this state of suf-
fering, he lingered on till late in the following night, and then
expired.
. A shameful indignity was offered to his remains. Thesurgeons

having received instructions to preserve the body, placed itina
large pickling-tub, in which state it was exhibited to a host of
lovers of horrible sights by the gaolers. The body was afterwards
interred, without any ceremony, in the common burying-place
of the malefactors dying in Newgate,

Such was the end of the gay and once-admired Marquis de

Guiscard! the shame of his race.

CHAPTER XII.

Containing the final interview between the Queen and the Duchess of
Marlborough.

Avr friendly intercourse between Anne and the Duchess of
Marlborough bad, for some time, ceased, and the latter becoming
sensible, at last, of the ascendancy of her rival, Mrs. Masham,
and of the utter impossibility of regaining the influence she had
lost, wrote to remind the queen of a promise she had extorted
from her in a moment of good-nature, to bestow her places
upon her daughters, and entreated permission;to retire in their
favour.

Anne replied, that she could not think of parting with her for
the present; but being again importuned, peremptorily desired
not to be troubled again on the subject. Notwithstanding this
interdiction, the duchess addressed another long letter of remon-
strance and reproach to ber royal mistress; after which, she with-
drew altogether from court, and retired to the lodge at Windsor,
held by her in virtue of her office as keeper of the Great and Home
-‘Parks. Advantage was immediately taken of her shaeors w Sx-
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culate a number of reports to her disadvantage, some of which,
reaching the ears of the duchess, she immediately returned to
court, with the intention of exculpating herself before the queen.
Anne received her with the greatest coldness, in the presence of
the Duchess of Somerset and Mrs. Masham, and refused to grant
a private audience. Unable to brook the sneers with which she
was regarded, the proud duchess drew herself up to her utmost
height, and glancing scornfully at Mrs. Masham , obserserved —
“‘ Since your majesty compels me]to do so|, I declare, openly,
and in the hearing of all, that the basest falsehoods have been
propagated concerning me by your unworthy favourite, and that
she now prevents my justification from being heard.”

“Itis false, duchess!” replied Mrs. Masham. <¢But for my
Iotercession, her majesty would not have received you, after your
insolent letter to her.”

¢ But for your intercession, minion!” cried the duchess, ad-
vancing towards her, and seizing her arm with violence. *Is
it come to this? Can 1 have indeed sunk so low, that you —2
creature whom I have raised from abject poverty — should tell me
that you have interfered in my hehalf with the queen?”

‘“Duchess!” exclaimed the queen, angrily.

““You will find her out in time, Madam,” rejoined the duchess,
“¢and you will then learn whom you have trusted. The hest proof
of her uneasiness is afforded by the fact that she dares not let me
speak in private with you.”

I would spare her majesty a scene — that is my only motive
for opposing the interview,” replied Mrs. Masham.

“8o you admit that you do control her majesty’s actions,
minion,” cried the duchess, bitterly. ‘‘She is governed by you
— a ! ”

*“Whenever the queen deigns to consult me, Igive her the best
counsel in my power,"” replied Mrs. Masham.

¢ And most pernicious counsel it is,” observed the duchess,
furiously, ¢ venomous serpent that you are!”

¢«To put an end to this dispute, duchess,” interposed Anne,
with dignity, *I will grant you a final interview. Present your
self at six, this evening.”
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‘I thank your majesty,” replied the duchess, ‘‘the rather
that your permission is accorded against the expressed wishes of
Mrs. Masham. You will bitterly repent the favour you have shown
her.”

‘“Her majesty cannot repent it more bitterly than she regrets
the favours she has lavished upon you, duchess,” observed Mrs.
Masham, ‘‘and which have been requited by such base ingra-
titude.” ]

<It is for her majesty to judge my conduct, and not you,
minion,” cried the duchess, proudly. I will justify myself to
her, and to the whole nation. Nay, more; I will open her eyes
to your duplicity and treachery.”

‘I am too secure of her majesty’s good opinion, and too con-
fident in my own honesty to fear your threats, duchess,” replied
Mrs. Masham, derisively.

‘Hypocrite!” exclaimed the duchess.

<“Insolent!” responded Mrs. Masham,

*“No more of this,” cried the queen; ‘“these broils distract
me. Iagreed toan interview with you, duchess, on the under-
standing that nothing more should pass here. If you persist in
this quarrel, I withdraw my assent.”

I have done, Madam,” rejoined the duchess, restraining
herself. ‘It shall not be said that I failed in proper respect to
your majesty; neither shall it be said that any court favourite in-
sulted me with impunity. This evening, I shall not fail to avail
myself of your gracious permission to wait upon you.” And witha
profound obeisance to the queen, and a look of haughty defiance
at the others, she withdrew.

¢ Her insolence is insufferable,” exclaimed the queen. ‘I
almost repent that I have promised to receive her.”

¢“Why not retract the promise then, Madam?” said Abigail.
¢«¢ Bid her make her communication in writing.” .

<Xt shall be so,” replied Anne, after a moment’s hesitation.

«¢I am glad your majesty has so decided,” said Mrs. Masham.
<< It is not likely that the duchess will be satisfied with the refasal;
but it will convince her that she has nothing W expecy ’
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And 8o it proved. The message being delivered to the dachess,
she begged the queen to make a new appointment. *‘Your ma-
jesty cannot refuse me one last interview,” she wrote; ‘‘neither
can you be so unjust to an old and faithful servant as to denyheran
opportunity of justifying herself before you. I do not desire any
answer to my vindication, but simply a hearing.”

¢“What shall I do, Masham?” said the queen to her favourite,
who was present when the message was delivered.

‘““Decline to see her,” replied Mrs. Masham; “but if she
forces herself upon you, as will probably be the case, take her at
her word, and do not vouchsafe any answer to her explanation,
which, rely upon it, will rather be an attack upon others than a
defence of herself.”

¢“You are right, Masham,” returned the queen. ‘¢ I will follow
your advice.”

. Mrs. Masham’s conjecture proved just: on that same evening,
without waiting for any reply from the queen, the duchess repaired
to Saint James’s Palace,, and proceeding to the back staircase, of
the door of which she still retained the key, mounted it, but was
stopped on the landing by a page.

““Do you not know me, Sir?” cried the duchess, angrily.

<« Perfectly, your grace,” replied the page, bowing respectfully;
‘“but I am forbidden to allow any one to pass through this door
without her majesty’s permission.”

¢ And the Duchess of Marlborough, especially, Sir — eh?”
she rejoined.

«<It would be improper to contradict your grace,” returned the
page.

*Will you do me the favour, Sir, to acquaint her majesty that

I am here, and add that X crave a few minutes’ audience of her —

only a few minutes?” rejoined the duchess.

“I may incur her majesty’s displeasure by so doing,” an-
swered the page. *‘Nevertheless, to oblige your grace, I will
hazard it.”

¢«¢Is the queen alone?”’ asked the duchess.

¢¢Mrs. Masham, I believe, is with her,” replied the page. *‘Her
majesty has just dined.”
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¢“Mrs. Masham — ha!” exclaimed the duchess. *‘No matter.
Take in the message, my good friend.” ’

Nearly half an hour elapsed before the page returned, during
which time the duchess was detained on the landing. Apologizing
for the unavoidable delay, he begged her ta follow him.

“‘You have tarried long enough to settle all that is to be said to
me, Sir,” observed the duchess.

‘I know nothing, your grace,” replied the page, walkmg for-
ward discreetly.

The next moment the duchess was ushered into a cabinet, in
which she found the queen alone.

¢“Good evening, duchess,” said Anne. “‘Idid not expect to
see you. I was just about to write to you.”

“I am sorry to intrude upon your majesty,” replied the
dnchess, ‘“but I have some important commumcanons to make
to you.”

*“Ah — indeed!” exclaimed Anne. ‘‘Can you not put lhem in
writing?”

““They will he quickly told, gracious Madam,” said the
duchess.

¢‘Better write to me,” interrupted Anne.

. “But, Madam —"

¢“Write — write,” cried Anne, impatiently. .

¢Qh, Madam! you are indeed changed, if you can use me
thus!” cried the duchess, ‘‘You never yet, to my knowledge,
refused to hear any petitioner speak, and yet you refuse me — your
once-favoured — once-beloved friend. Be not alarmed, Madam.
I do notintend to trouble you on any subject disagreeable to you.
I simply wish to clear myself from the imputations with which I
have been charged.” . )

¢ I suppose I must hear,” cried Anne, with a gesture of im-
patience, and averting her head.

¢«“Oh! oot thus, Madam,” exclaimed the duchess — not
thus! For pnyssake, look at me. You were not used to be so
hard-hearted. Evil counsellors have produced a baneful effect
upoun your gentle natare. Be to me, if only for a few minutes,
while I plead my csuse, the Mrs, Morley you wexe ol yore:” |
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““No, duchess,” replied Anne, in a freezing tone, and
without looking at her — <‘all that is past. You have to thask
yourself for the change which has been wrought in me.”

‘‘Hear me, Madam,” cried the duchess passionately; ‘I have
been much wronged before you — grievously wronged. There
are those about you, whom I will not name, who have most
falsely calumniated me. I am no more capable of saying aught
against your majesty, than I am of taking the lives of my own off-
spring. Your name never passes my lips without respect — never,
I take Heaven to witness!”

“‘You cannot impose upon me thus, duchess,” said Anne,
coldly. ‘‘Many false things are told of you no doubt, butI judge
not of them so much as of your own deportment and discourse.”
~ ¢I am willing to amend both, Madam,” returned the
duchess.

] is useless,” said Anne, in the same tone as before.

¢Is the quarrel, then, irreparable?” demanded the duchess.
*‘Notwithstanding your majesty’s assurance, I am certain my
enemies have prevailed with you. Give me an opportunity of
elearing myself. 'What has been told you?”

¢¢I shall give you no answer,” replied Anne.

«No answer, Madam!” cried the duchess.— ¢ Is this kind —
is it just? Isit worthy of you to treat me thus? I do not ask the
names of my accusers. Nay, I promise you not to retort upon
them, ifI should suspect them. Buttell me what I am charged
with?” '

«<1 shall give you no answer,” replied the queen.

¢Oh, Madam — Madam!” cried the duchess, ¢‘the cruel
formula you adopt convinces me you have been schooled for the
interview. Be your kind, good, gracious self, if only for a
moment. Look at me, Madam — look at me. I am not come
here with any hope of winning my way back to your faveur, for I
know I have lost it irrecoverably; but I'have come to vindicate my
character as a faithful servant. You cannot refuse that ples,
Madam.” .

‘‘You desired no answer, and you shall have none,” replied
the queen, rising, and moving towards the daor.
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““Oh! do not go, Madam!” cried the duchess, following
her, and throwing herself at her feet — ¢‘do not go I implore of
you.”

¢ What would you more?” demanded Anne, coldly, and still
with averted looks.

I would make a last appeal to you, Madam,” said the
duchess, as soon as she could command herself. ¢“By all that is
right and just I implore you to answer me. Have I not despised
my own interest in comparison with serving you well and faith-
fully? Have I ever disowned the truth? Have I ever played the
hypocrite with you? Have I ever offended you, except by over-
zeal, and vehemence — or, if you will, arrogance? If this is
true, and it cannot be gainsaid, I am entitled to credit, when I
avouch that my enemies have belied me behind my back. Do not
turn a deaf ear to my entreaties, Madam; but tell me what I am
charged with? Apswer — oh, answer!”

*You compel me to reiterate my words,” replied the queen,
‘‘ You shall have no answer.”

“You deny me common justice, Madam,” cried the duchess
losing all patience, “‘in refusing me a hearing — justice, which
is due to the meanest of your subjects. You owe it to yourself to
speak out,” )

““Just or unjust, I will give you no answer,” replied the
queen. ‘‘And here our conference must end.”

¢80 be it then,” returned the duchess, resuming all her
haughtiness. ‘I have loved you sincerely, Madam — ay, sin-
cerely — because I believed my affection requited; but since you
have cast me off, I shall crush all feelings of regard for you within
my breast. If you were but an instrument in my hands, as some
avouch, T atleast used you to a noble purpose. Such will not be
the case with her who now governs you. 8he will degrade you;
and the rest of your reign will be as inglorious as its opening was
splendid and triumphant. Let my words dwell upon your memory.
Farewell — for ever, Madam.” And without another word, and
without an obeisance she quitted the apartment.

As soon as she was gone, Mrs. Masham entered from an ad-
joining chamber,
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‘‘ Your majesty acted your part to admiration,” sbe cried, “I
did not give you credit for so much firmness,”

“I had hard work to sustain my character,” rephed Aune,
sinking into a chair; ¢‘I am truly thaokful it is over.”

‘It is not yet quite over,” said Mrs. Masham; ¢‘ one step more
requires to be taken.”

“True,” replied the queen. I must call upon her to resign
her places. But I do not like to give them to her daughters; and
yet I believe I made a promise to that effect.”

‘‘Heed it not, Madam,” said Mrs. Masham. <‘Her gract
has forfeited all title to further consideration on your part.”

<] must own I should like to make you keeper of the privy
purse, Masham,” said Anne.

¢« And I admit I should like the place excessively, Madam,"
replied Mrs. Masham.

“Would I could get rid of my scruples,” said Aone rumi-
nating.

<1 will relieve you of them, Madam,” replied Mrs. Masham
¢« the promise was extorted and is therefore not binding.”

¢TI will make another, then, freely, that shall be so, Ma-
sham,” rejoined the queen. * You shall have the place.”

] am bound to you for ever, Madam, by this and a thousané
other obligations,” returned the artful favourite, in a tone apps-
rently of the most fervent gratitude.

CHAPTER XIII.

In what manner the gold key was delivered up by the Duchess.

Tag duchess’s dismissal, though fully resolved upon, as ha
just been shown, was, with Anne’s customary irresolution, looj
postponed. At length, however, on the duke’s return from th
campaign of 1710, it was resolved to bring matters to a crisis, an
accordingly, when he waited upon her, the queen received hin
very coldly, studiously avoiding making any allusion to his suc
cesses, but. observing, with some harshness, I trast you
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grace will not allow a vote of thanks to be moved to you in parlia-
ment this year, because my ministers will certainly oppose it.”

*¢¢1t pains me to hear your majesty speak thus,” replied Marl-
borough. ¢¢Such unmerited honours have ever been unsought by
me; and I have welcomed them chiefly because I thought they
redounded to your glory. I shall take eare to avoid them in
future.”

““You will do well, my lord,” replied Anne.

“‘Here is a letter from the duchess, which she entreated me
to present to your majesty,” pursued the duke. ‘ Will you deign
to take it?” .

‘I pray you excuse me,” rejoined Anne, with freezing dignity;
¢ all communieation is closed between the duchess and myself.”

““Itis aletter of apology, Madam,” replied the duke —** of
humble apology. Her grace wishes to give you an assurance,
under her own hand, of her contrition for any faults she may have
committed, She is willing and anxious to do anything that may
be deemed reasonoble, to prove the sincerity of her regrets, and
since her presence has become irksome to your majesty, she is
desirous of resigning her offices.”

‘T am glad to hearit, mylord,” interrupted the queen, quickly.

¢“On the understanding, of course,” pursued the duke,
“‘that she is succeeded as groom of the stole by her eldest daughter,
Lady Ryalton; and as keeper of the privy purse by Lady Sunder-
land. With your gracious permission, she would willingly retain
the great and home parks, as well as her pension from the privy
purse.”

<1 assent to the latter part of the proposition,” replied the
queen. ¢‘She shall have the parks and the pension, which will
give her three thousand five hundred a-year; but the other offices
I shall reserve for my friends.”

‘““How, Madam!” exclaimed the duke. I trust it will not
be necessary to remind you of your promise.”

¢“It was extorted from me,” replied the queen.

“Even if it were so, Madam, which it was not,” rejoined
Marlborough, proudly, ‘‘your royal word once passed, should
be kept.”

Saint James's. R AN

”
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¢«“There must be some resérvation in these matters, my k
replied Anne, colouring; ‘‘my promise was conditional o1
grace’s good behaviour.”

“Your pardon, Madam,” returned the duke; ¢¢I have al
been given to understand by the duchess — and she is inea)
of asserting an untruth — that it was unconditional. Nay
very nature of the boon bespeaks it to be so.”

*“My word is as good as that of the duchess, my lord,”
the queen, angrily; ‘“though you would seem to insinuat
conirary.” .

¢“ Your majesty misunderstands me,” replied the duke, *
not design to cast a shadow of imputation on your veracity.
you made the promise with the tacit understanding you desc
T am satisfied; but that the duchess was unconscious of any
mental reservation I am equally satisfied. It is with this
viction that I beseech your majesty, on parting with you
friend and servant, not altogether to overlook her many sem
nor give to strangers what is due to her.”

‘I have done all I think needful,” said the queen ; ‘*and r
much more than I am advised to do. Taccept her grace’s res
tion. You will bid her deliver up the gold key to me within
days.”

Marlborough looked as if stricken by a thunderbolt.

" «Three days!” he exclaimed. *‘If your majesty is it
resolved upon the duchess’s dismissal, and is deaf to my re:
strances, at least grant me an interval of ten days, during v
I may concert means of rendering the blow less mortifying to |

““On no account,” replied the queen, alarmed; I nov
- pent giving so much time, and shall limit the space to two d

““Well, it matters not since it is to be,” sighed the duke.
would now speak to your majesty on another subject.”

*‘Do not trouble yourself, my lord,” replied the qu
sharply. “I will talk of nothing till I have the key.”

‘I take my leave then, Madam,” replied the duke , ““lan
ing that I should have lived to see you so changed.”

And he bowed and departed.
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¢Well, Masham,” said the queen, as a side door in the ca-
‘binet opened to admit the favourite, ‘‘are you satisfied?”

¢ Perfectly, Madam,” replied Mrs. Masham. *‘You will have
the key to-night.”

*“You think so?”’ cried Anne.

I am sure of it,” returned the other. ‘I would not for all
the honours the duke has gained be the bearer of your message
to the duchess.”

““NorI1,” replied the queen, with a half smile.

Marlborough fully sympathized with these opinions. He had
never felt half the uneasioess before the most hazardous engage-
ment he had fought that he now experienced in the idea of-facing
his wife. He would willingly have broken the disagreeable in~-
telligence he had to communicate by a note or in some indirect
manner; but the duchess met him on his return, and rendered
his intentions nugatory. Perceiving from his looks that something
had gone wrong, she came at once to the point and asked — *“You
have seen the queen — what says she?”

‘“ Give me a moment to recover myself,” replied Marlborough.

“If you are afraid to answer the question, I will do so for
you,” rejoined the duchess. ¢ My resignation is accepted. Nay,
do not seek to hide it from me — I know it.”

“Itis so,” replied the duke.

¢“But she has granted the places to our daughters? At least,
she has done that?” cried the duchess. .

¢“She refuses to fulfil her promise,” returned Marlborough.

s Refuses! ha!” cried the duchess. ¢‘She is the first queen
of England who has acted thus dishonourably. I will tell her so
to her face. And all the world shall know it.”

¢« Calm yourself,” replied Marlborough. ¢ This passion is
useless. The queen requires the key within two days.”

¢t She shall have it within two minutes,” rejoined the duchess,
snatching it from her side. ¢‘I will take it to her at once.”

¢¢But consider —” cried the duke.

«1 will consider nothing,” interrupted the duchess. ¢ She
shall, at least, know how much I hate and despise her. If1I
perish for uttering them, I will let her know my true sentimenial

2\
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“You shall not go forth in this state, Sarah,” cried Marl
borough, detaining her. * Tarry till you are calmer. Your violenc
will carry you too far.”

¢ Are you, t0o, joined with them, my lord?”* cried the duchess
furiously. ¢‘Let me go, I say. I will not be hindered. M
indignation must out, or it will kill me.”

¢“Go, then,” replied the duke, releasing her. And as sh
rushed out of the room, while he sank upon the sofa, he ejaculate:
“No rays of glory can gild a life darkened by tempests lik
these!”

Still in the same towering passion, the duchess reached th
palace. In spite of all opposition, she forced herself into th
ante-chamber of the cabinet, and Anne, who chanced to be there
had only time to retire precipitately, ere she entered. She foun
Mrs. Masham alone, who could ill disguise her uneasiness.

¢ Where is the queen?” demanded the latter.

““You see she is not here,” replied Mrs. Masham. ¢ But
must demand, in her name, the meaning of this strange and mos
unwarrantable intrusion.”

¢“So you are the queen’s representative, hussey,” cried th
duchess. ‘It must be confessed that the majesty of Englandi
well represented. But I will not bandy words with you. I wisl
to enter the cabinet to speak with the queen.”

¢‘You shall not enter,” replied Mrs. Masham, planting hersel
before the door.

“*Dare you prevent me?” cried the duchess.,

“Yes, Idare, and I do,” replied Mrs. Masham ; ¢¢and if yoi
advance another footstep, I will call the guard to remove you
Her majesty will not see you.”

The duchess looked as if she meditated farther violence, bu
at last controlled herself by a powerful effort. Glancing at Mrs
Masham with unutterable scorn, she said, ‘‘Your mistress ha
required the key from me. Take it to her.” And as she spoke
she flung it upon the ground.

¢ Say to her,” she continued, ‘that she has broken her worc
— a reproach under which none of her royal predecessors havt
laboured. Say to her, also, that the love and respect I onct
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entertained for her are changed to hatred and contempt.” And
with a glance of defiance she quitted the room.

“¢Is she gone?” cried the queen, half opening the door, and
peeping timidly into the room.

¢“She is, Madam,” replied Mrs. Masham, picking up the key;
‘“and I am thankful to say she has left this behind her. At last,
you are rid of her for ever.’

«“Heaven be thanked!” ejaculated Anne.

*Will it please you to take the key?”” said Mrs. Masham.

‘“Keep it,” replied Anne. *‘Henceforth you are comptroller
of the privy purse. The Duchess jof Sommerset will be groom of
the stole. But I have better things in store for you. The Duchess
of Marlborough shall not insult you thus with impunity. On the
earliest occasion, I will give your husband a peerage.”

““The duchess says you do not keep your promises, Madam,”
cried Mrs. Masham; ‘‘but I have found it otherwise.”

“It is the duchess’s own fault that I have not kept them with
her,” returned Anne. “I loved her once as well as you, Masham
— nay, better.”

CHAPTER XIV.~ _
Showing how the serjeant quitted the service.  *®

RECALLED to the scene of war in Flanders, the serjeant re-
mained with his regiment till the termination of the campaign of
1711. He had been absent nearly two years, and having been
severely wounded at the siege of Bouchain, in the autumn preced-
ing his return, had been incapacitated from writing home; neither
had he received for nearly three months, tidings from those in
whom he was interested, in consequence of which his heart mis-
gave him so much, that he determined before proceeding to Marl-
borough House, to seck outProddy. Accordingly, he repaired to the
palace, and inquiring for the coachman, was told he was in his
room, whither he directed his steps. Full of the pleasurable
surprise which he imagined his appearance would occasion the
coachman, he entered the room, and closing the dnor AWermwn,
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made a military salute to Proddy, who was seated beside a table,
in a semi- somnolent state, with a pipe in his mouth, and amug
of ale before him. On raising his eyes, and beholding the uo-
looked-for apparition, the coachman dropped his pipe, pushed
his chair back, and with eyes almost starting out of their sockets,
and teeth chattering, remained gazing at him the very picture of
terror and astonishment.

“What! — don’t you know me?” cried Scales, greatly sur-
prised.

“I did know you once, serjeant,” gasped Proddy; “butl
don’t desire any further acquaintance with you.”

“Pooh — pooh!” cried the serjeant; * what s the matter? —
what are you afraid of? You must come with me.” -

““Oh, no, thank’ee — much obleeged, all the same,” replied
Proddy, getting as far back as possible.

““Well, if you wont go with me, I must stay with you,” replied
Scales, taking a chair. ¢I don’t mean to leave you any more,
Proddy.”

““You don’t!” exclaimed the coachman, with a look of in-
creased affright. '

“No, we shall part no more,
pretty long furlough, now.”

‘““Why, you don’t mean to say they give leave of absence from
below?” cried Proddy.

““From below!” echoed the serjeant, *Oh, I see — you mean
from the Low Countries.”

““You may call it by that nameif you please,” rejoined Proddy;
‘‘but we generally give it another and less pleasin’ happellation.”

‘“Well, we wont quarrel about names,” returned the serjeant.
*“What I mean to say is, I'm no longer in the service. I’m the
same as a dead man.”

“I know it,” returned Proddy, shuddering.

““ButI shan’t give up my former habits,” said Scales; I shall
beat the drum as heretofore, and clean the duke’s boots. 1 shall
still haunt the old spot.”

“Oh! don’t — don’t!” cried Proddy.

“Why not?” returned the serjeant.

”

replied Scales. ‘I ’ve gota
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“Has anything happened to prevent me? Why do you stare
S0 hard at me, man? D’Ye think me altered?”

«Not so much as I expected ,» replied Proddy.

«] dare say I @m changed ,» ruminated the serjeant. *‘The
last three months have tried me hard. I 've had terrible quarters
~hotas h—" L.

«Qh, don’t mention it,” interrupted the coachman. ** What
a relief it must be to get away.” )

«You 'd think so if you tried it,” replied Scales. ¢ How cool
and comfortable you feel here! I shall often pass an hour with
you.” *
Proddy groaned audibly,

« By the bye,” pursued the serjeant, * talkin’ of my looks, do
you think they ‘Il find me changed?”

«'What, the women-folk!” cried Proddy. ‘Do you mean to
appear to them?” :

««Of course,, and this very night,” returned Scales.

«Lord help ’em!” cried Proddy; ‘how frightened the poor
creaters will be. It’s as much as I can do to bear you. Why, you
don’t mean to say you care for 'em now?”

««Not care for’em!” replied Scales. ¢ It’s anxiety about ’em
as has brought me to you!” )

«Well, this beats everythin’!” said Proddy. ‘I thought your
last bullet must ha’ settled that long ago.”

«Not a bit of it,” replied Scales. ¢ Here s your health, and
glad to see you, Proddy!” he added, taking up the mug, and
emptying it, very much apparently to his satisfaction.

«<What! can a ghost drink ale?” cried Proddy, in surprise.

«Why, zounds! — you don’t take me for a ghost , surely?”
cried the serjeant, looking up.

v« did,” replied the coachman, drawing nearer to him; ‘‘but
1 begin to think I must be mistaken. 'We heard you were killed
at the siege o’ Bushin.”

««Wounded, but not killed, Proddy,” replied the serjeant.
«My hurt was at first supposed mortal; but here I am, as you
see, alive and kicking.”

«¢0ddsbodikins! how delighted I am!” cried the coachman,
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throwing his arms round his neck. ¢‘I never expected
you again.”

““Well, I thought your reception rayther odd,’
serjeant, as soon as he had extricated himself from h
embrace. ¢‘So you took me for a sperrit, eh! — verj
ha! ha! You ought to have known that ghosts meve
broad daylight — to say nothin’ o’ my substantial a
appearance.”

«1 was puzzled woundily, I must own,” returne
‘“but arter the han’kicher stained wi’ blood, and tor
pieces, which you sent home to Mrs. Plumpton and
ping, none of us could doubt your disserlution.”

“Eh! what!” cried the serjeant. ‘Do they thinl
too?”

““To be sure,” replied Proddy. ‘¢ There came a]
the fifer o’ your regiment, Tom Jiggins — him as play
‘Drum,’ you remember, enclosing the bloody relics,
you was grieviously wounded, and couldn’t recover.”

“But I have recovered, howsomedever,” replied th
“Poor Tom Jiggins! two days after he wrote the lette
shot through the head by a carabineer.”

«“Poor fellow!” echoed Proddy; ‘then he really is

¢“Dead as your great grandfather, if you ever had on¢
Scales. “‘But I'’ll tell you how my mischance ca
Bouchain, you must know, is a strongly fortified town
river Sanzet flowing right through it, and the Sche
washin’ its walls. Round about it, there are broad, de¢
filled tothe brim wi’ the waters of the two streamsI ’ve n
and besides these, there are miles of great flat swamps
inundation, so that the place is as dfficult of app
besieged garrison could desire. Our general’s object,
understand, after investing the place, was to draw a line
wallation round it; but in accomplishin’ this, he experie

. obstacles. It would be no use tellin’ you how Marsh
who was posted wi’ his army in the open space betwi:
rivers, threw bridges across the Sanzet — and how we d
’em — how entrenchments were constructed under Gene

»
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gotti, by means o’ which, and the batteries o’ Bouchain, Villars
intended to sweep the intermediate ground wi’ a cross-fire — how
the duke passed over the Scheld in the night time to interrupt
these operations, and how he was foiled by the marshal, and
obligated to return — how he covered the front from Haspres to
Ivry wi’ d line of redoubts and lunettes — and again crossed the
Scheld at the head of fifty battalions, and as many squadrons,
when, perceivin’ that the enemy were rapidly extendin’ their
works, he ordered the line o’ circumwallation to be forthwith
commenced between their entrenchments and the town. Upon
which four thousand men were set to work, and, notwithstandin’
a heavy fire from the garrison, and repeated volleys from the
hostile entrenchments, the line o’ circumwallation was continued
to the inundation o’ the Sanzet — ” '

¢Come to the point, serjeant,” interrupted Proddy. ¢ Your
circumwallations and nunindations confuse me sadly.”

¢ To make a long story short,”” replied Scales, laughing, ‘the
marshal, finding himself driven bard, was more than ever anxious
to keep up a communication with the garrison; and he contrived
to introduce a reinforcement o’ fusileers into it by means o’ a
small dam, together with a supply of powder and flour, of which
they were runnin’ short. Havin’ accomplished this, he next
attempted to fortify the dam by means of fascines attached to an
avenue of willows, though the water was at least four feet deep.”

¢“D—n the dam,” cried Proddy, “I ’m a-gettin’ out o’ my
depth again.”

<I’llland you presently,” returned Scales. ‘‘Behind the dam
ran a cattle-track, on which were posted four companies o’ French
grenadiers, together wi’ the king’s brigade, to protect the work.
To dislodge these troops, and check the operations of the work-~

* men, was the duke’s object. Accordingly, a fascine road was

made across the inundated morass; and under cover o’ night, six
bundred British grenadiers, sustained by eight battalions of
infantry, made the attempt. It was a hazardous enterprise, for
we had to wade for near a quarter of a mile sometimes up to the
middle, and sometimes up to the very shoulders in walex , ™\e



keep our muskets high and dry abeve our heads all the time.
Twe-thirds ¢ the distance had been safiely accomplished. when the
duke, who was with ws. and who had been safferin’ from ague,
began 1o feel fatizwed. 1 besought him o mount wpon my
shoulders; he consented: and, werved with the glorious burthes,
1 pressed forward wi' redoubled ardour. It was impossible o
advance so silently as not to betray our appreach to the enemy, and
when we came within shot. they fired a volley at ws, bat owing o
the darkness it did liule execution. A ball. however, had struck

me in the breast; bat I said nothing about it. determinmed togo '§

on as long 2s my strength lasted. Despite my exhaustioa, 1was
the first to reach the traverse. where I deposited the duke, and
then dropped. luckily not into the water. or I must ha’ been
drowned. I had po share. as vou may sappose. in what followed;
bat I afterwards learnt that the Freach were compelled 1o evacuate
their posts, while the duke was enabled to extend the road across
the marsh, and so complete the circumwallation.”

““Bras-s0!" exclaimed Proddy. rapturously. I ’m sure the
duke didn't forget you, serjeant?”

*-Hear it out, and then vou 1l learn,” replied Scales. ¢ When
I came round, 1 found myself in my tent. whither I had bees
conveved by the duke’s orders, and with the surgeon dressin’
my woands. I asked him what he thought o’ my case; and he
said that knowin® as how I didn’t fear death. he must say he
thought my chance but a poor un. “Very well,” says I, ¢Ishan't
go unprepared.” So I sends for Tom Jiggins. and I bids him
write a farewell letter for me to the two women; and I tears the
ban’kercher with which the blood had been stanched, in two, and
encloses a half to each of ’em. This done. I felt more comfort-
able. Half an bour afterwards, the duke himself came to see
me, and espressed the greatest concern at my sitivation. I owe
my life to you, my brave fellow,” he said; ‘and if you recover,
1’11 give you your discharge, and make you comfortable for the
rest o’ your days. Live for my sake.’ ‘Always obey orders,
general,” Ireplied, ‘since you command me to live, 1will live.'
And so 1did.”

“Bray-vo, again!” exclaimed Proddy. *‘Walour ought to be
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rewarded. I’ve no doubt when I 'm superanivated, and no longer
able to drive, that her majesty 'll perwide for me.”

¢¢No doubt of it,” returned Scales. ¢ Well, as soon as I was
able to be moved, I was taken to the hospital at Douay, where
1 remained till the end o’ the campaign. I wasn’t able to write,
but I got a comrade to indite a letter for me; but I dare say it
miscarried.”

¢ Most likely,” said Proddy.

«It’s an awkward question to ask,” said Scales, hesitating;
‘‘but did the women seem at all afflicted at the news of my sup-
posed death.”

““Werry much,” replied Proddy — ‘¢ werry much, especially
Mrs. Plumpton. Mrs. Tipping cried a good deal at first, but
her eyes soon got as bright as ever. As to Mrs. Plumpton, she
looks like a disconsolate widow.”

«“Poor soul!” cried Scales. ¢ Poor soul!”

<1 may say a word for myself, serjeant,” pursued Proddy;
‘] was as much grieved as if I ’d lost a brother.”

¢“Thankee, thankee!” cried Scales, in a tone of emotion,
and grasping his hand with great cordiality. ‘‘You are a true
‘friend.”

““You 've just come back in time, serjeant, if you still have
any likin’ for Mrs. Tipping,” remarked Proddy, significantly.

«How so?” asked Scales, becoming suddenly grave. ¢‘Isn’t
she true to her colours, eh?”

«“She encourages Bamby a greatdeal more than I like,” replied
Proddy; ‘‘and I’ve been half expectin’ her to throw herself away
upon him.”

«The devil!”’ exclaimed Scales, angrily. ¢¢That little rascal
is always in the way. ButI’ll settle him this time.”

«] say, serjeant,” said Proddy, after a moment’s reflection;
‘‘have you made up your mind which of the two women you'll take
for a wife?”

«Pretty nearly,” replied Scales; ‘“but why do you ask,
Proddy?”

¢*For a partik’ler reason o’ my own," returned the coachman.
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‘“Very likely I may decide to-night,” said Scales. ‘Do you
mind which I choose?”

““Oh, no; it’'s quite immaterial to me,” answered Proddy,
with an air of unconcern — ¢ quite immaterial.”

‘“An idea has just struck me, Proddy,” said the serjeant;
‘“‘they suppose me dead. What if I appear to ’em as a ghost,
to-night?”

““Don’t frighten ’em too much,” replied the coachman, “or the
consequences may be serous. Iknow how I felt just now. But
how will you contrive it?”

‘“Oh, it’s easily managed!” replied the serjeant. ‘* As soon
as it becomes dark, I can steal into the house unperceived, and
get into my den.”

““You 'll find it undisturbed,” said the coachman. ¢Mrs.
Plumpton wouldn't suffer a single article in it to be moved. She
cleans it regularly.”

““Bless her!” exclaimed Scales, in a voice rendered hoarse
with emotion.

‘‘Bamby and Savagejohn are sure to be there to-night,” pur-
sued Proddy, ‘“so that any scheme o’ wengeance you may medi-
tate can be put into execution.”

«¢ All falls out as I could desire,” said Scales. *‘Now, then,
let ’s lay our heads together, and arrange our plans of attack.”

¢““First of all, let me get you a pipe, and replenish the mug,”
said the coachman.

This done, they held a close conference, which lasted till
about eight o’clock in the evening, by which time they had smoked
nearly a dozen pipes, and discussed at least three mugs of strong
ale. They then thought it time to set forth, and while Scales stole
into Marlborough House, through the garden gate in Saint James's
Park, Proddy entered boldly from Pall Mall.

”

=z g

o o oe = == S &5 Iy B




333 .

CHAPTER XV.

In which the serjéant’s ghost appears to his old friends; and in which
Mrs. Plumpton and Mrs. Tipping find each a husband.

PREPARATIONS were making for supper, and most of the
household were assembled in the servant’s hall, including, of
course, Fishwick, Parker, Brumby, and Timperley. Neither
Mrs. Plumpton nor Mrs. Tipping, however, were present; but as
Proddy was inquiring after them, the last-named tripped into
the room. She had evidently been taking unusual pains with her
toilette, and it must be confessed, looked extremely piquapte and
pretty. A rose-coloured paduasoy dress, with short open sleeves,
edged with crow’s-foot, displayed her trim little figure; a laced
cap and lappets adorned her head; and a patch here and there
set off her complexion, and heightened the brilliancy of her eyes.
Her roguish and coquettish air proclaimed that she was bent upon
conquest,

¢ You expect Mounseer Bambyloo, I see,” said the coachman.

‘“Why, yes; it’s just possible he may come,” replied Mrs.
Tipping; ‘he and Corporal Sauvageon generally drop in about
supper-time ; and very pleasant company we finds ’em.”

‘“Werry pleasant, indeed!” echoed Proddy, drily. ¢You
seem to have quite forgotten the poor serjeant.”

¢ The serjeant! puff!” cried Mrs. Tipping. ‘*What should I
think about him for, eh? Would you have me sit sighin’ and
groanin’ all day, like that poor fool Plumpton?”

«¢Ay; she’s amodel o’ constancy,” said Proddy; *‘there are
few o’ your sex like her.”

< The fewer the bettér, to my thinkin’,” cried Mrs. Tipping,
spitefully. ¢<Oh! here she comes! I declare it gives one the
wapours to look at her.”

As she spoke, Mrs. Plumpton entered the room. She was
clad in deep mourning, and evinced by her altered demeanour the
sincerity of her affliction.

‘“You must take care o’ yourself, my dear Mrs. Plumpton,”
said the coachman, kindly; ¢ you are quite a-losin’ your good
looks.”
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‘““Why should I preserve them, supposing that I ever had
any?” she answered, with a melancholy smile.

*‘You may find another admirer — one you may like as well
as the serjeant,” he urged.

““Never!” she replied, firmly.

*‘Mrs. Tipping has done so,” he said, glancing maliciouslyat
the lady’s-maid.

¢‘Mrs. Tipping is no rule for me,” returned Mrs. Plumpton,
gravely.

At this moment, a great shuffling in the passage announced
the arrival of Bimbelot and Sauvageon. The former was dressed
with extraordinary smartness, wore a laced velvet coat, diamond,
or what looked like diamond, buckles, speckled silk stockings, a
full-bottomed peruke, a clouded cane, and a silver-hilted sword.
He was patched and perfumed as usual, and carried his feathered
hat in the points of his fingers.

Nodding in reply to the little Frenchman’s bow, Proddy in-
quired gruffly, “‘if he had got a place, seein’ he was so sprucely
rigged out?”

¢QOui, mon cher Proddy, oui,” he replied; ‘I have gota
new place, certainly; butIam no longer a valet. I am employed
by my Lord Oxford.”

““Oh! indeed!” exclaimed the coachman. ‘‘May I ask in what
capacity?”

‘I regret I cannot answer you; c’est un secret,” he replied,
mysteriously — ‘‘un grand secret.”

““But you will tell me?” said Mrs. Tipping.

‘““Tout a I'heure, ma chére,” he replied; ‘“dans un téte-i-
téte. Oh! X must tell you, I have sush a charming aventure dis
mornin’ on de Mall. I meet sush a pretty lady, and she give me
sush tender glances. Oh, ma foi!”

¢“ And you returned them, no doubt?” said Mrs. Tipping, in
a tone of pique.

“QOh! mon Dieu! oui,” cried Bimbelot. ¢You wouldn't
have me insensible to a lady’s advances! Ven she ogle me, I ogle
her again.”
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¢“Very pretty proceedings, indeed!” cried Mrs. Tipping,
bridling up. ‘“And you ’ve the audacity to tell me this to my
face?”’

““Ah, pauvre chérie — dear little jealous fool!” cried Bim-
belot; ‘don’t fly into a passion.”

‘“‘Leave me alone — I don’t wish to speak to you — I hate
you!” cried Mrs. Tipping.

“‘Au contraire, chére petite; you love me so much you can’t
live vidout me,” rejoined Bimbelot. ¢ Soyez raisonable, cher
ange.”

““Vain coxcomb!” mauttered Mrs. Tipping. ‘I 'll lower his
pride.”

At this moment, supper was announced. Bimbelot offered
his arm to Mrs. Tipping, but she turned from him disdainfully,
and took that of Proddy.

The supper passed off pleasantly enough, for Mrs Tipping,
to mortify Bimbelot, chattered incessantly to Proddy; and the
latter, who was secretly anticipating the fun that was to ensue,
was in high good-humour. The only person who seemed out of
place was Mrs. Plumpton. She sat silent and abstracted, ate
little or nothing, and neither the lively sallies of Bimbelot, nor
the tender assiduities of Sauvageon, who still continued to pay
court to her, could draw a smile or a word from her. But an oc-
currence took place which somewhat altered the complexion of the
party. When supper was nearly over, aloud knocking was heard
at the outer door of the passage, and Timperley got up to answer
the summons.

*Who can it be, I wonder?” said Proddy, wondering whether
the serjeant had made any alteration in his plans.

¢ Perbaps it ’s the fair lady that Monsicur Bimbelot met this
morning on the Mall,” observed Mrs. Tipping, maliciously.

«“Oh! non ce n’est cette dame — j’en suis sur,” replied Bim-
belot, with an uneasy look.

It 's a woman, however,” cried Fishwick, as female tones
_ in a high and angry key were heard in the passage.

As the voice reached his ears the little Frenchman turned pale
and rose suddenly.
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‘“Bon soir, messieurs et mesdames,” he stammered; 1 feel
very ill; de supper disagree vid me; bon soir.”

¢‘Stop a bit,” cried Proddy, laying hold of his arm. “Whlt s
the matter?”

There was a slight struggle heard outside, and a shrill female
voice exclaimed, ‘‘Let me come in. I know he’s here. Iuwill
see him.”

*“Oh, je suis perdu!” cried Bimbelot, with a distracted look
at Sauvageon; ‘‘c’estelle! Vatsall I do? — vere sall I go?”

¢ 8it down, I tell you,” cried Proddy, still detaining himin
his grasp. '

“No, I tank you — no; I must go,” cried Bimbelot. And
in his efforts to extricate himself, he pulled the coachman back-
wards upon the floor, while his own coat was rent in the effort up
to the very shoulders. Just at this moment, an enraged female
burst into the room, and shaking her hand menacingly at Bim-
belot, who retreated from her, cried, “I knew you were here.
Oh, you base little deceiver!”

And she forthwith proceeded to pull off his peruke, and cuff
him tremendously about the ears.

‘‘Pardon — pardon, ma chére,” cried Bimbelot. ¢ C’estla
derniére fois. I vill never do so again — never, je te jure!”

“I know better,” cried the lady. ‘‘You've deceived me too
often. Oh, you wicked little creature ! — there ’s for you.” And
she gave him a sounding buffet, that made him put his hand to
his ear.

¢ He has deceived me as well as you, Ma’am,” said Mrs. Tip-
ping, gettingup, and boxing him on the other side.

¢“He hasn’t married you, Ihope,” cried the strange lady. “If
so, I’ll hang him for bigamy."”

““No, he’sonly perposed,” replied Mrs. Tipping.

““That s nearly as bad!” cried Madame Bimbelot.

““Very nearly,” replied Mrs, Tipping. ¢ Oh, you base little
wretch!”

Upon which they both began to box him again, while Bimbelot
vainly endeavoured to shelter his head with his hands.

e

i.ﬁlﬁvm lf n?f I‘iiiai.\ nE! )




e i T T

N T

337

““We Il teach you to play these tricks again!” cried Madame
Bimbelot.

““Yes, we’ll teach you,” added Mrs. Tipping.

The well-merited punishment of the little Frenchman gave
great entertainment to the spectators, and even drew a smile from
Mrs. Plumpton. Proddy, who bad got up from the floor, was so
convulsed with laughter, that he had to hold his sides. At length,
however, thinking the chastisement had proceeded far enough, he
good-naturedly interfered.

¢“Come, come, ladies, let him alone,” hesaid. ¢ You, at
least, ought not to be so hard upon him, Mrs. Tipping, for you re
quite as much to blame as him.”

¢Idon’t doubt it,” cried Madame Bimbelot, gazing spltefnlly
ather. I dare say she gave him every encouragement.”

¢ Oui, ma chére,” cried Bimbelot, piteously, *‘dat she did.”

*“Oh! you base, hypocritical little monster!” cried Mrs. Tip-
ping, in a fresh access of passion. ¢‘Didn’t you give me to un-
derstand you were single?”

¢““Well, pever mind, if he did,” said Proddy, ‘you can’t
misunderstand him now. Come, make it up, and let us finish
supper.”

Fishwick and Brumby, joining their solicitations to those of
Proddy, peace was at length restored; and Bimbelot, having re-
sumed his peruke, sat down again with a very crest-fallen air.
Madame Bimbelot was accommodated with a seat near Mr. Parker.
Now that she was a little more composed, and the company were
at leisure to examine her features more narrowly, she proved to
be a very fine woman — a little erring on the score of embonpoint,
but far surpassing Mrs. Tipping in attraction. She was very taw-
drily dressed in a blue and silver sack, highly rouged, with her
neck considerably exposed, and covered, as were her cheeks,
with patches. Her features were small, but excessively pretty,
the mouth inclining to the voluptuous, and the eyes bright and
tender. Her hair was powdered, and dressed in the téte de mou-
ton style. AsProddy looked at her, he thought he had seen her
before, but could not recollect when, or under what circumstan-
ces. Madame Bimbelot wanted little pressing from Parker to par-

Saint James's, *«
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take of the supper. She ate of everything offered her — cold fowl,
ham, game pie, pickled oysters, stewed cheese, fish rechauffée;
and when the butler himself thought she must be satiated, begged
for a taste of the corned-beef, — it was so very tempting, —and
devoured a large plateful. Notwithstanding this inordinate dis-
play of appetite, her charms produced a sensible effect upon Mr.
Parker, and without saying a word, he went in search of som¢
choice old Madeira, which he kept in a little press in his pantry.
Returning with a bottle under each arm, he drew the cork of ont
of them, filled a bumper for Madame Bimbelot, who, requiting
the attention with a tender look, tossed it off in a twinkling, and
held out the glass to be replenished. Parker gallantly complied,
drank a bumper to her health, and passed the bottle round the
+ table. The effect of this generous wine on the company was magi-
cal and instantaneous. All tongues were loosened at once, and
the conversation became loud and general. Even Bimbelot re-
covered his spirits, and ventured to cast an imploring look at
Mrs. Tipping, who, however, took no notice of him, but puton
her most captivating airs to Proddy. One person only amid this
noisy assemblage was silent— one person only refused the wine—
need it be said it was Mrs, Plumpton. As time flew on, and the
bottle went round, Mr. Parker seemed to grow'more and more
enamoured of Madame Bimbelot; they drew their chairs clost
together, whispered in each other’s ears, and a complete flirts-
tion seemed to be established between them.

«I say, Bamby,” said Proddy, nudging him, ¢ where ar
your eyes, man? Don't you see what love Mr. Parker is a-makin’
to your wife?”

‘‘He does me great honour,” replied Bimbelot, shrugging his
shoulders with an air of supreme indifference. ¢‘A jealous hus-
band is a fool.”

«“Well, he has one recommendation, atall events,” observed
Mrs. Tipping. ‘I suppose you would be jealous, Mr. Proddy?”

«“Of you, — werry,” replied the coachman, with a slight
wink.

““La, Mr, Proddy, how am 1 0 understand that?2”
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11 tell you more about it an hour hence,” returned the
m.

gemini! you quite confuse me,” she rejoined, casting
r eyes, and forcing a blush.

iis way another hour passed. More Madeira was brought
i, who was unwilling to let the flame he had exeited ex-
vant of aliment. Proddy discovered beauties in Mrs. Tip-
ich he had never discerned before, and the lady on ber
ost gave him to understand that if he found his bachelor
ary she was ready to enliven it with her society. All were
y happy and comfortable, and all apparently very unwill-
parate.

1t this time, Proddy cast his eye towards the clock, and,
only wanted a few minutes to twelve, thought it hlgh time
he conversation into another channel.

s. Plumpton,” he said, calling to her across the table,
e calculated to attract general auentlon — I hope you
ost the poor ser]eant s han’kercher.”

stit! — oh, no,” she replied, drawing forth the ensan-
ragment; ‘“it’s my only comfort now.”

‘e mine safe enough, too,” said Mrs. Tipping, drawing
r half from ber pocket. “‘Here it is — heigho!” And
ed a deep sigh.

ose are the halves of a han’kercher sent home by poor Ser-
ales when he was mortally wounded,” observed Parker to
: Bimbelot. ¢‘They 're stainded with his bleod.”

Isee,” shereplied. *‘‘How purely shocking!”

lkin o’ the serjeant,” said Proddy, mysteriously, ¢‘some~
rry extraordinary happened to me last night.”

out the serjeant?” cried Mrs. Plumpton, starting.

out the serjeant,” replied Proddy, still more myste-

Heaven’s name, what is it?” demanded Mrs. Plampton,

us adjured, I must speak,” replied the coachman, ina

lone, *‘but I don’t expect you to believe me.”

‘e was.a general movement of curiosity, snd W\ toenw-
*nt
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tion ceased. Mrs. Plumpton seemed as if her very being were
suspended.

““Ihad been a-bed and asleep, as far as I can guess, ahout
an hour,” preceeded Proddy, ‘‘when I suddenly waked up wi'a
strange and unaccountable feelin’ o’ dread about me. Why, I
can’t tell, but somehow the poor serjeant came into my head,
and I thought of his lyin’ far avay in a gory grave.”

»*¢Oh dear!” cried Mrs. Plumpton, bursting into tears, and
pressing the handkerchief to her lips.

¢Oh dear! oh dear!” sobbed Mrs. Tipping, folding upiher
half, preparatory to putting it into her pocket.

“Don’t cry, ladies, or Ican’t go on,” said Proddy. ‘¢ Well,
1 was a-thinkin’ of the serjeant in this way, and a-tremblin’ all
over, when all of a sudden, wi’a rattlin’ o’ rings, that mademy
blood rush to my ‘art, the curtains was drawn back, and Isaw
— the serjeant!”

““The serjeant!” exclaimed Mrs. Plumpton.

“Or rayther his ghost,” replied Proddy. ¢ There he was,
lookin’ as pale as a corpse, and holdin’ his hand to his left breast,
just where the bullet as caused his death struck him. X triedto
speak, but my tongue clove to the roof o’ my mouth, and!
couldn’t get out a word. After lookin’ at me steadfastly for a short
time, the spirit says, in a hollow voice, ‘You wonder whatI'm
a-come for, Proddy. I’ll tell you. I want that ere torn han-
kercher again, I must have it to-morrow night.”

«“Qh dear! did he say so?” cried Mrs. Plumpton.

<“Here ’s my half,” screamed Mrs. Tipping; ‘‘I wouldn’t keep
it another minute for the world.”

¢ And what happened next?” asked Fishwick.

_**Nothin’,” replied Proddy. ¢ The happarition wanished.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?” asked Mrs. Plumpton,
reproachfully.

¢ didn’t want to spoil the pleasure of the evenin’,” answered
Proddy; ‘‘besides, I thought midnight the fittest season for 2
ghost story.”

As he spoke, the clock struck twelve, slowly and solemnly.

There was a deep silence. Each one looked round anxiously;
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wed Mrs. Tipping whispered to Proddy, that she was sure the
zhts burned blue.

All at once, the ruffle of a drum was heard, proceeding ap-
parently from the other end of the passage. Every one started,
.ud the women with difficulty reprassed a scream.

It was a strange, mysterious, hollow, death-like sound.

Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-ra-ra! — Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-ra-ra!

Then it stopped.

<Surely, my ears haven’t deceived me?” cried Fishwick.
-1 heerd a drum.”

*“Oh, yes, I heerd it plain enough,” returned Brumby, ‘‘and
-0 did all the others.”

¢“Oh, yes; we all heard it,” they rejoined’

There was a pause for a few moments, during which no one
spoke. Alarm and anxiety were depicted in every countenance.

Again the drum was heard, but more hollowly than before.

Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-ra-ra! — Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-ra-ra!

¢“It’s the serjeant’s call,” cried Proddy. ¢‘Ishall go to his
room. Who will accompany me?”

There was no reply for a moment. At length Mrs. Plumpton
got up, and answered — I will.”

“Don’t be so wentersome!” cried Fishwick; ¢you don’t
know what you may see.”

1 shall see him, and that will be sufficient,” replied Mrs.
Plumpton.

«“Ishould like to go if X durst,” said Mrs. Tipping, her cu-
riosity getting the better of her fears; ‘‘but I 'm sure I should
faint.”

<X "Il take care of you,” said Proddy.

““We'll all go,” said Fishwick; ¢‘we’ll see whether it really
is a ghost!”

““Yes, we’ll all go,” rejoined the others.

At this moment the drum sounded for the third time, but so
hollowly and dismally, that the hearers shrank back aghast.

Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-ra-ra! Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-ra-ra!

‘“Come away,” cried Proddy, taking Mrs. Plumpton under
one arm, and Mrs. Tipping under the other.
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‘“Yes, we ’re all a-comin’,” replied Fishwick, half-repenting
his temerity.

Emboldened, however, by numbers, he followed Proddy
and his companions down the passage. Parker and Madame Bim-
belot brought up the rear, and the lady was so terrified that the
butler found it necessary to pass his arm round her waist to sup-
port her, though his own apprehension did not prevent him from
stealing a kiss — an impropriety which escaped the notice of her
husband, no lights having been brought with them. All was
silent, for the beating of the drum had ceased. Arrived at the
door of the den, Proddy paused beforeit. It was a thrilling mo-
ment, and Mrs. Tipping declared she was ready to faint.

After a brief delay, the door was thrown open, and a ery of
terror was raised by all the spectators, as they beheld the serjeant
at the end of the room. There he stood, erect as in life, inhis
full regimentals, with his three-cornered hat on his head, his
sword by his side, and a drum-stick in either hand. Before him,
on his three-legged stool, was his drum. The black patch was
still visible on his nose, so was the other on his forehead. "A lamp,
placed out of sight in a corner, threw a ghastly green glimmer
upon his face, which had been whitened with pipe-clay.

At the sight of this frightful spectre, a universal cry of alarm
was raised by the beholders. Mrs. Tipping screamed aloud, and
threw herself into the arms of the coachman, while Madame Bim-
belot sank into those of Parker, who carried her off, as fast ashe
could, to the servants’ hall.

Amid this terror and confusion, the spectre struck the drum.

Rat-a-tat!

‘““What d’ye want?” demanded Proddy.

Rat-a-tat-a-r-r-r-r-a-r-a!

‘‘What d’ye want, I say?” repeated Proddy, as the hollow
ruffle died away.

*‘My han’kercher,” answered the ghost in a sepulchral tone.

‘‘Here’s my half,” said Mrs. Plumpton.

‘‘Give him mine,” murmured Mrs. Tipping to Proddy.

“You must give it yourself,” replied the coachman; * the
sperrit wont take it from any other hand.”

5 5
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¢«¢I da-r-r-r-arent,” she rejoined.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Plumpton had advanced slowly and trem-
blingly, and holding out the fragment of the handkerchief. When
she came within reach, the ghost stretched out its arms, and
folded her to its breast.

‘“He s alive!” exclaimed Mrs, Plumpton; ¢ alive!” And she
became insensible.

‘“Halloa, Proddy!” shouted Scales, in most wunspiritual
tones: ¢‘she has fainted. Some water — quick!”

“Why, what the devil s the meaning o’ this?” cried Fish-
wick. ‘“Are you alive, serjeant?”

‘“Alive? — to be sureIam,” he replied. ‘‘But stand aside
for a moment. You shall have a full explanation presently.”

And hurrying off with his burthen, he was followed by most
of the spectators, who could scarcely credit their senses.

““Oh! good gracious, Mr. Proddy,” cried Mrs. Tipping,
who had remained behind with the coachman. “‘Is the serjeant
come to life again?”

‘“ He has never been dead at all,” replied Proddy.

¢“Not dead!” echoed Mrs. Tlppmg ¢“Oh! then let’s go after
’em immediately.” And she flew to the servants’ hall, where she
found the others crowding round the serjeant and Mrs. Plumpton.

A little water sprinkled in the housekeeper’s face revived her.
As she opened her eyes, she gazed fondly and inquiringly at the
serjeant.

‘“Isee how itis,” she murmured; ‘‘you have played me this
trick to try my fidelity.”

¢« Atall events, it has quite satisfied me of it,” replied Scales,
pressing her to his heart. ¢‘I’ll tell you how I recovered from my
wound, which at first was supposed mortal, anon. At present,
I shall only say that I have quitted the service — that my noble
master has promised to provide for me — that I mean to take a
wife — and that wife, if yau will have me, shall be yourself. How
say you?”

She buried ber face in his bosom.

““Berjeant!” exclaimed Mrs. Tipping, reproachfully.

“You ’re too late,” said Proddy, detaining her. ‘‘Since
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you ’ve come to the resolution of marryin’, I can 't do better than
follow your example; and since you 've at last made a choice, the
only difficulty I had is removed. Mrs. Tipping, have you any
objection to become Mrs. Proddy?”

¢*‘None in the world,” she replied; ‘‘on the contrary, it wil
give me a great dcal of pleasure.”

¢“Then we "Il be married at the same time as our friends,” said
the coachman.

¢“And that’ll be the day after to-morrow,” cried Scales; *I
can 't delay my happiness any longer.”

“‘Pray accept my best compliments and congratulations, mon
cher sergent,” said Bimbelot, stepping forward.

*And mine, too, mon hrnve sergent added Sauvageon,
advancing,

1 had an account to settle with you,, gentlemen," said Scales,
stifily; “‘butI’m too happy to think of it.”

*“Oh! pray don’t trouble yourself,” replied Bimbelot. ¢ Allow
me to present Madame Bimbelot, Angelique, ma chére, ob
estu?”

¢“Madame ’s too much engaged with Mr. Parker to attend to
you,” replied Proddy.

8o it seems,” said Bimbelot, with a disconcerted look.

At this moment, the door suddenly opened, and two tall men,
of stern appearance, with great-coats buttoned to the throat, pistols
in their belts, and hangers at their sides, entered without cere-
mony. They were followed by an elderly man in a clerical cassock,
and a female about the same age.

‘ Hippolyte Bimbelot,” said one of the men, advancing, *“and
you, Achille Sauvageon, we arrest you of high treason in the
queen’s name. Here is our warrant,”

«“Arrété!” exclaimed Bimbelot, in extremity of terror. ¢ Oh,
mon Dieu! what for?”

*‘ You are accused of treasonable correspondence with France,”
replied the messenger. ¢ Come along. We have a coach outside.
‘We learnt at your lodgings that you were here.”

¢‘Ma pauvre femme!” cried Bimbelot; ¢ vat vxll become of ber
if I’m taken to prison!”
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‘“Don’t be uneasy ahout her — I’ll take care of her,” rejoined
Parker.

<< Here are two of her relations, who wanted to see her, so we
brought ’em with us,” said the messenger.

¢Jelly!” cried the elderly lady, rushing forward, **don’t you
know me — don’t you know your poor distracted father?”

*“What, Mamma, is it you?” cried Madame Bimbelot. ““Well,
this is purely strange.”

<X meant to scold you severely,” cried Mrs. Hyde, embracing
her, and shedding tears, *butl find I cannot.”

¢“Come along,” said the messenger, laying hold of Bimbelot’s
shoulder. ‘“We can’t wait here any longer.”

«‘Eh bien, I sall go!” replied Bimbelot; “but you ’ll find
yourself in de wrong box, bientdt. Mr. Harley vill take up my
case.”

““Why, it’s by Mr. Harley’s order you are arrested,” rejoined
the messenger, with a brutal laugh.

¢¢QOh dear, it’s all over vid us,” groaned Bimbelot. ¢ Ve sall
be hang, like de pauvre Greg.”

¢“Most likely,” replied the messenger. ‘Come along.” And
he dragged forth Bimbelot, while his companion led out Sau-,
vageon.

As this was passing, Angelica threw herself at her father’s
feet, and, with tears in her eyes, implored his forgiveness.

<X will forgive you, my child,” he said, ‘‘and grant you my
blessing, on one condition, namely, that you return with us
into the country at once. The Esssx waggon starts from the
¢ George,” Shoreditch, at three o’clock to-morrow morning. Will
you go by it?”

«Willingly, father,” she replied, rising; *‘willingly. Ihave
not known a day’s real contentment since I left your roof.”

**Then you shall have my blessing,” cried her father, extending
his arms over her. .

¢ And mine, too,” added her mother.

And fearing if they tarried longer that her resolation might
change, they took a hasty leave of the corapany, and hurved
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the George, from whence they left for Essex, in the waggon, about
two hours afterwards.

Angelica, it may be added, became a totally changed person.
The former fine lady would net have been recognised in the hard-
working, plainly-dressed woman, who was to be seen, ere a
month had elapsed, actively employed in her daily duties in Mr.
Hyde’s humble dwelling. .

The day but one after this eventful evening two couples were
married at Saint James’s Church. They were Serjeant Scales land
Mrs. Plumpton — Proddy and Mrs, Tipping. Both unions turned
out happily, though Mrs. Proddy became a widow, two years after-
wards — her husband dying of apoplexy, about a week before the
decease of his royal mistress. The serjeant was appointed super-
intendent of the gardens at Blenheim, and had a pretty cottage
allotted him by his noble master, which was charmingly kept by
his wife, who made him a most excellent and affectionate helpmate.
And here they both passed many happy years, enlivened occe-
sionally by a visit from Mrs. Proddy.

CHAPTER XV

Showing how the greatest general of his age was driven from his
country.

TaE removal of the Duchess of Marlborough being effected, the
Tories next directed their machinations against the duke. Assailed
with the grossest and most unjustifiable abuse; lampooned and
libelled by petty scribblers; attacked in the most rancorous manner
by Swift, Prior, and Saint-John; accused of fraud, avarice, extor-
tion — of arrogance, cruelty, and ungovernable ambition, asen-
sible decline was effected in his popularity.

During his absence from England in 1711, these attacks were
continued with unabating virulence; his successes were decried;
his services depreciated; his moral character columniated; his
military skill questioned; even his courage was disputed. Preps-
ration was thus made for the final blow intended to be levelled
against him on his return. Though despising these infamous
attacks, Marlborough could not he inseasible of the strong pre-
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judice they created against him, and he complained to Oxford,
who thus characteristically endeavoured to vindicate himself from
any share in the libels, ““I do assure your grace,” he wrote,
¢that I abhor the practice, as mean and disingenuous. I have
made it so familiar to myself, by some years’ experience, that as
I know I am every week, if not every day, in some libel or other,
so I would willingly compound that all the ill-natured scribblers
should have licence to write ten times more agaiust me, upon
condition they would write against nobody else.” Oxford was the
more anxious to excuse himself, because, at this particular junc~
ture, he wished to effect a coalition with Marlborough.

A charge was subsequently brought against the duke, which
more deeply affected him. He was accused of receiving a large
per centage from Sir Solomon Medina, the contractor for sup~
plying the army with bread; and though he immediately excul-
pated himself by a letter, declaring that what he had received was
‘¢ no more than what had been allowed as a perquisite to the general
as commander-in-chief of the army in the Low Countries, even
before the revolution and since,” yet still the charge was persisted
in, and inquiries directed to be instituted.

By these means the public mind was prepared for Marl-
borough’s downfal. On his retarn, at the latter end of the year,
he experienced insults and indignities from the populace whose
idol he had formerly been, while by the queen and her court he
was treated with coldness and neglect.

On the opening of Parliament, in the debate upon the address,
the Earl of Anglesea remarked, that ‘‘the country might have
enjoyed the blessings of peace soon after the battle of Ramilies, if
it had not been put off by some persons whose interest it was to
prolong the war.”

To this unjust aspersion, the Duke of Marlborough made a
dignified and touching reply, which, as the queen herself was
present, though merely in the character of a private individual,
had the greater weight.

¢I can declare, with a good conscience,” he said, “in the
presence of her majesty, of this illustrious assembly, and of God
himself, who is infinitely superior to all the powexs of taxth | wnd
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before whom, in the ordinary course of nature, I shall soon ap-
pear, to render an account of my actions, that I was very desirons
of a safe, lasting, and honourable peace, and was always very
far from prolonging the war for my own private advantage, as
several libels and slanders have most falsely insinnated. My great
age, and my numerous fatigues in war, make me ardently wish
for the power to enjoy a quiet repose, in order to think of eter-
nity. As to other matters, I had not the least inducement, on
any account, to desire the continuance of war for my own parti-
cular interest, since my services have been so generously rewarded
by her majesty and her parliament.”

The amendment on the address, moved by Lord Nottingham,
and supported by Marlborough, being carried in the House of
Lords, occasioned great alarm to the Tories, and rumours began
to be raised that a new ministry was to be formed, of which Lord
Somers was to be the head, and Walpole secretary of state.
Mrs. Masham owned that the queen’s sentiments were changed.
Saint-John appeared disconcerted, and even Oxford could scarce-
ly conceal his apprehensions. The Tory party was disunited,
and the knowledge of this circumstance gave additional encou-
ragement to the Whigs. Fresh advances were secretly made by the
treasurer to the duke, but they were repelled like the first.

Finding that his salvation depended upon the most vigorous
measures, Oxford bestirred himself zealously, and by his artful
representations, frightened the queen from recalling the Whigs.
He convinced her, that if they retarned to office, she must neces-
sarily reinstate the Duchess of Marlborough, and submit to the
domination of a tyrannical woman, whose temper had been ag-
gravated by the treatment she had experienced. The latter argu-
ment prevailed.

The storm being weathered, Marlborough’s immediate dis-
grace was resolved upon. The commissioners of public aecounts
were ordered to examine the depositions of the bread contractor,
Medina, and to lay their report before the house. 1In answer to
these accusations, the duke published the letter to which allusion
has been previously made, and which afforded a complete answer
to the charge. Notwithstanding this, and without waiting the
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result of the investigation, the queen, at the instance of Oxford,
dismissed him from all his employments.

Thus, unheard and unconsidered, was the greatest general
England had then ever possessed, dishonoured and degraded.
His disgrace occasioned the liveliest satisfaction throughout
France; and on hearing it, Louis the Fourteenth exclaimed, in
a transport of joy, ‘‘The dismissal of Marlborough will do all we
can desire.” His minister, De Torcy, declared — ‘What we
lose in Flanders, we shall gain in England ;" and Frederick the
Great of Prussia broke out indignantly, thus: ‘What! could
not Blenheim, Ramilies, Oudenarde, nor Malplaquet, defend
the name of that great man? nor even Victory itself shield him
against envy and detraction? What part would England have
acted without that true hero? He supported and raised her; and
would have exalted her to the pinnacle of greatness, but for those
wretched female intrigues, of which France took advantage to
occasion his disgrace. Louis the Fourteenth was lost, if Marl-
borough had retained his power two years more.”

Such were the sentiments entertained by the different poten-
tates of Europe. Itis grievous, indeed, to think that so great a
man should have been destroyed by faction. It is still more
grievous, to think that some of the obloquy which the bitter and
unprincipled writers of his own time endeavoured to fasten to his
name, should still cling to it.

In the latter part of the same year, the duke voluutarily exiled
himself from an ungrateful country. He embarked from Dover
on the 28th November, and sailed to Ostend, where he was re-
ceived with every demonstration of honour and respect. Pro-
ceeding to Aix-la~Chapelle, he afterwards retired to Maestricht,
to await the duchess, who was not able to jein him till the middle
of February.

Marlborough never saw his royal mistress again. Apprised
of her dangerous illness, at Ostend, he reached England the day
of her decease. As he approached the capital, along the Dover
road, he was met by Sir Charles Cox, at the head of two hundred
mounted gentlemen, and on the way the cavalcade was increased
by a long train of carriages. On entering the civy, A comypusy
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of volunteer grenadiers joined them, and firing a salute, headed
the procession, raising a cry which found a thousand responses —

“Long live King George! Long live the Duke of Marl-
borough!”

CHAPTER XVII.
Queen Anne’s last exercise of power.

THE rivalry between Oxford and Saint-John ended in pro-
ducing a decided rupture in the cabinet. While the treasurer
endeavoured to sacrifice his colleague, by artfully misrepreseot-
ing his conduct to the queen, the secretary was enabled to cour-
teract his designs, through the influence of Lady Masham, whose
husband had been raised to the peerage with nine others,
strengthen the government, immediately after the dismissal of
the Duke of Marlborough.

Saint-John’s successful negotiation of the peace of Utrecht
rendering it impossible to withhold from him the distinction, he
was created Viscount Bolingbroke, though he himself expected
an earldom; but he was refused the Garter, on which he had set
his heart, while Oxford took care to decorate himself with the
order. Bolingbroke never forgave the slight, and from that mo-
ment utterly renounced his friend, and bent his whole faculties
upon accomplishing his overthrow. He found a ready coadjutor
in Lady Masham, who was equally indignant with the treasurer
for having opposed the grant of a pension and other emoluments
which the queen was anxious to bestow upon her. Thus aided,
Bolingbroke soon gained a complete ascendancy over his rival,
and felt confidently assured of supplanting him in his post as soon
as Anne’s irresolution would allow her to dismiss him.

Oxford's fall, however, was long protracted, nor was it until
his secret overtures to the Elector of Hanover, after the death of
the Princess Sophia, had been made known to the queen, aod
that the court of Saint Germain had exposed his duplicity, and
urged the necessity of his removal, that she consented to the
measure. The Jacobite party, of whom Bolingbroke was the
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lu'der, bcd become paramount in importance dm-mg the latter
pa t*denne s reign; and as her d:shhe ‘of t,héﬂmovemn succes—
slon ‘and her predilection for het - ‘brother ﬂw Chevalier de Saint

George were well kmown, the most sat!gmnn amticipations were .~

entertained,..that on her death the heredﬂny line of .,monar/chy
would be reslored That the period was: Fast & roucbtng when.
the question of succession to -the. thrqne woul I!g s»lved the’
rapldly-dgc'hmng statgjof the queen’s: ‘health. bodéd, “ind little,
doubt exns\ed in-the mixds of those who acohmaered the temper and
bias of‘the public mind, and were awaré of the preponderating
influence Yfitbe Hanovemn party, as to the way.in which it would
‘be degermlned Still, to an ambitious spirit like that of Boling-

. broke the.&hmce of aggrandlsement offered _by adherence to the
. ftll.gn dynisl’qf the Stuarts, was sufficiently tempting to blind its
% 4 -every ‘danger; and although aware: of the terrible
to m«iré Wuld have to encounter, he fancied if he could once
obtaln t.heJ:elm, he could steer the vessel of state into the wished- ~

- fqrqnvbm “The moment, at length, -appareatly came, when it
"+ Was:(® he submitted to his guidance. - On the evenigig of Tuesday;

i mmo ent’s -delay; upon which, though-it
{mme te}y repaired to the palaee

& gotiing hte,. 5
1.3, > Ushéred: into the queen’s presence, he l‘o{md Lady M’asham

7" enﬂ ﬁolqngbroke with her, and their triumphant looks increased

hia,}u;dxssﬂnbled rage and mortification. Amnne looked ill and

fering. - She had only just recovered from a severe imflamma-

!'sver, atwnded with gout and ague, and had still dangerous.
y}oms»nbout her. Her figure was enlarged and loose, her

\? dods injected with blood. She scarcely made an effort to

o i lwr dignity, but had the air of a confined invalid. On the

. at-hér stood a dranght prescribed for her by her physician,
ﬁrﬁchnd B]ackmore ~of which she occasionally sipped. .

% ¥#i¥ed neflher by the evident indisposition of the queen ; nor .

wjﬁis;her, and’ eygng hls cpponents with a look - of. deﬁance,

m&dmgb of gratitude or respect, Oxford advancéd quickly

.*ﬁld th Jidy, 1714, Oxford received a- sudgeq and peremptory ...
mhlnhnon from the queen to resign the sta,ﬂ’ jmtgher hands wnt];qat" ol

i

yiovipﬂng , her features swollen and cadaverous, and her eyes
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said, in an insolent tone, and with a slight inclination of the
head — *‘ Your majesty has commanded me to bring the staff.— I
here deliver it to you.”

And as he spoke, he placed it with some violence on the table.

My lord!” exclaimed Anne, *this rudeness!”

*‘Lord Oxford has thrown off the mask,” said Bolingbroke.
<“Your majes}y sees him in his true colours.” .

It shall not be my fault, Bolingbroke,” replied Oxford,
biuer]y, “¢if her majesty — ay, and the whole nation = does not
see you in your true colours — and they are black enough. And
You, too, Madam,” he added to Lady Masham, ¢ the WOrld shall
know what arts you have used.”

¢ If I have practised any arts, my Lord Oxford, they have heen
of your teaching,” rejoined Lady Masham. * You forget the.it-
structions you gave me respecting the Duchess of Mu',lborough -

*No, viper! Idomnot,” cried Oxford, his rage bggoming uu-
governnble I do not forget that & fonnd you a bedchamber-
woman; I do not forget that I used you as an instrument to gain
the queen’s favour — a mere instrument — nothing more;, Ido.

. not forget that I made you what you are; nor will I rest nll I hm .
feft you as low as I found you.” .
. My lord! — my lord!” cried Anne. * This attack js most
unmanly. I pray you withdraw, if you cannot control yourself.”

¢ Your pardon, ifI venture to disobey you, Madam,” ;iepliad,
Oxford. ¢ Having been sent for, I shall take leave to stay tillI
have unmasked your treacherous favourites. So goqd an gppor-
tunity may not speedily occur, and I shall notloseit.” 3 ° .

“But I do not wish to hear the exposure, my lord o u‘ﬂ
Anne. .

<Y pray your majesty, let him speak,” mt»erposec} Boﬁ& :

broke, haughtily. kryc)
¢t Take care of your head, Bolingbroke,” cried Oxfora, L M

her majesty may sanction your correspondence with the oonﬂsd‘

Saint Germain, her parliament will not.” f
‘“Your majesty can now judge of his baseness and mahgmty, a

said Bolingbroke, with cold contempt, *‘knowing howhe Emﬂf

" has duped your royal brother.” i '
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«J know it — I know it,” replied Anne; ‘and I know how
he has duped me, too. Butno more of this, if you love me, Bo-
lingbroke.”

¢¢ Oh that your majesty would exert your spirit for one moment,”

. said Lady Masham, ¢ and drive him from your presence with the
contempt he deserves.”

¢ If your majesty will only authorize me, it shall be done,”
said Bolingbroke.

“Peace! peace! my lord, I implore of you,” said Anne
<¢You all seem to disregard me.”

““Your majesty perceives the esteem in which you are held by
your friends!” said Oxford, sarcastically.

‘“You are all alike,” cried the queen, faintly.

““What crime am I charged with?” demanded Oxford, ad-
dressing himself to the queen.

X will ‘tell you,” replied Bolingbroke. ¢‘I charge you with
double-dealing, with chicanery, with treachery, with falsehood
to the queen, to me, and to the whole cabinet. I charge you with
holding out hopes, on the one hand, to the Elector of Hanover,
‘and to Prince James, on the other. I charge you with caballing

_ with Marlborough — with appropriating the public monies —”

~ ““These charges must be substantiated — must be answered,
my lord,” interrupted Oxford, approaching him, and touching
his sword.

f<They shall be substantiated, my lord,” replied Bolingbroke,
haughtily and contemptuously.

““Bolingbroke, you are a villain — a dastardly villain!” cried
Oxford, losing all patience, and striking him in the face with
his glove.

“*Ha!” exclaimed Bolingbroke, transported with fury, and
pnmly drawing his sword.

"+« «My Jords!” exclaimed the queen, rising with dignity, *I
command you to forbear. This scene will kill me — oh!” And
she sank back exhausted.

‘“Your pardon, gracious Madam,” cried Bolingbroke, run-
ning up to her, and falling on his knees. ‘I have indeed forgotten
myself.”

Saint James's. N
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«‘Oh! my head! my head!” cried Anne, pressing her hand
to her temples. My senses are deserting me.”

““You have much to answer for, Bolingbroke,” whispered
Lady Masham ; ¢ she will not survive this shock.”

¢¢It was not my fault, but his,” replied Bolingbroke, pointing
to Oxford, who stood sullenly aloof in the middle of the room.

¢*Let Sir Richard Blackmore and Doctor Mead be summoned
instantly,” gasped the queen; ‘‘and bid the Duke of Shrewsbury
and the lord chancellor instantly attend me — they are in the
palace. The post of treasurer must be filled without delay. Lose
not a moment.”

And Lady Masham ran out to give the necessary instructions to
the usher.

¢ Shrewsbury and the chancellor — what can she want with
them?” muttered Bolingbroke, with alook of dismay.

Oxford, who had heard the order, and instantly divined whatit
portended, softly appraached him , and touched his arm.

““You have lost the stake you have been playing for,” he said,
with a look of triumphant malice. *‘Iam now content.”

Ere Bolingbroke could reply, Lady Masham returned with
Sir Richard Blackmore, who chanced to be in the ante-room, and
who instantly flew to the queen, over whose countenance a fearful
change had come.

““Your majesty must be taken instantly to bed,” said Black-
more. J

“*Not till I have seen the Dukes of Shrewsbury and Ormond,”
replied the queen, faintly. ‘“Where are they?”

“X will go and bring them instantly,” replied Blackmore;
‘‘not a moment is to be lost.”

And as he was about to rush out of the room, Bolingbroke
stopped him, and hastily asked, ¢‘Is there danger?”

“Imminent danger!” replied Blackmore. *‘The case is
desperate. The queen cannot survive three days

And he hurried away,

““Then all islost!” cried Bolingbroke, stnkmg his forehead

And looking up, he saw Harley watching him with a malignant
smile.
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Lady Masham was assiduous in her attentions to her royal
mistress; but the latter became momently worse, and continued
to inquire anxiously for the Duke of Shrewsbury.

¢« Has your majesty no commands for Lord Bolingbroke?’” in-
quired Lady Masham.

¢None whatever,” replied the queen, firmly.

At this juncture, Sir Richard Blackmore returned with the
Duke of Shrewsbury, the lord chancellor, and some other at-
tendants.

““Ah! you are come, my lords,” cried Anne, greatly relieved.
¢TI feared you would be too late. Sir Richard will have told you
of my danger — nay, it is in vain to hide it from me. I feel my
end approaching. My lords, the office of treasurer is at this
moment vacant; and if anything should happen to me, the safety
of the kingdom may be endangered. My lord of Shrewsbury, you
are already lord chamberlain and lord-lieutenant of Ireland; I
have another post for you. Take this staff,” she added, giving
him the treasurer’s wand, which lay upon the table, ‘‘and use it
for the good of my people.”

As the duke koelt to kiss her hand, he felt it grow cold in his
touch. Anne had fainted, and was instantly removed by her at-
tendants.

““80,” cried Oxford, ¢‘ifthe queen’s fears are realized, Lady
Masham’s reign is over; while your fate, Bolingbroke, is sealed.
You have to choose between exile and the block.”

“IfIfly, you must fly with me,” cried Bolingbroke.

‘ “No, I shall wait,” replied Oxford; ‘‘I have nothing to
ear.”

‘8o end the hopes of these ambitious men!” observed the
Duke of Shrewsbury to the chancellor; ‘‘the queen found they
were pot to be trusted. Her people’s welfare influenced the last
exercise of power of Goop QUEEN ANNE.”

THE END.
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